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Sulfur-8 has revealed to millions 


THE REAL SECRET OF 
GORGEOUS LONG HAIR 


... growing out rich and healthy, silky smooth and lustrous 





IT DEPENDS ON THE NATURE 
AND CONDITION OF THE SCALP 











Yes, millions now know — thanks to Sulfur-8’s actions and 
revelations — that you can have perfect hair only if your 
scalp is ready and able to make it so. All those people have 
been learning that when they seek better looking hair they 
must think about the condition of the scalp too. They have 
also discovered the amazing facts about Sulfur-8 Hair and 
Scalp Conditioner and how it works to beautify the hair. 


WONDER DRUG FORMULA 
BUILDS UP HAIR BEAUTY 
Leading specialists all over the world have seen 
the wonders worked by sulfur for many hair and 
scalp conditions. Now science has brought out 
the very strength of sulfur in a special potent form which 
does things that ordinary sulfur never could do. This mar- 
velous “super-sulfur” is the wonder drug featured in the 
ereat Sulfur-8 formula. Like a doctor’s prescription for your 
hair and scalp, Sulfur-8 is a combination of medically 
recognized ingredients. Only Sulfur-8 has that formula! 


SULFUR-8 MAKES A MARVELOUS DIFFERENCE! 


It’s a wonderful feeling when you know that the beauty of 
your hair is winning admiring glances and compliments. Yes, 
you are sure of your charm when your hair is soft and 
radiant... looking so full and smooth and luxuriously long. 

But your hair will never look right if certain conditions 
are wrong! Obviously, Sulfur-8 cannot give you a new scalp, 
nor make your hair grow or be longer than your scalp 
allows. But when used in time, that secret formula often 


works wonders on certain conditions that may be holding 
your hair back from looking and feeling its best. 

So watch for the warning signs: Maybe your scalp itches 
or feels “tight” from dryness. Does your hair seem dull, 
dead-looking? Maybe the breaking off or frizzy split ends of 
your brittle-dry hair makes it look too short. 

Hair Looks Healthier, Longer 
When you use Sulfur-8 as directed, notice how that vitaliz- 
ing massage action makes your scalp feel more alive and 
healthy, and how your hair begins to look longer, thicker 
and softer. Those ugly dandruff flakes just seem to disap- 
pear and your hair glows with new rich lustre. 

Yes, something wonderful happens when you give Sulfur-8 
a real chance to work on your hair and scalp! 


DOUBLE ACTION 
Works Two Ways — On 
Hair and Scalp 


1. BEAUTIFIES as it 2. BENEFITS 


Millions of jars of Sulfur-8 have already been sold. It 
certainly must work, or people wouldn’t keep on using it 
the way they do. You just don’t know what you've been 
missing if you’ve never given Sulfur-8 a fair trial — a full 
opportunity to bring out that big, glorious improvement! 


Get It At Your Drug Store ! 


SULFUR-S 


HAIR and SCALP CONDITIONER 


NEW... IMPROVED FRAGRANCE 


Also { GLOSS-8 — The superior Pressing Oil 
Use | SULFUR-8 SHAMPOO - There's nothing better! 
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YOU'RE BEAUTIFUL... YOU'RE LOVELY... YOU'RE DESIRED... . WHEN YOU 


HAVE that GLAMOUR GIRL LOOK 


with these “Real” Hairpieces 
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“| COULDN'T 
BEAR IT... 


if | had to 
go back 

to all that 
rigmarole!” 


You can talk all you want about the advan- 
tages of Tampax—no odor, easy disposa- 
bility and so on. But for my money, its big 

tribution to the world of women is the 

y a's gotten rid of so much unnecessary 

ilk! It's bad enough to have to struggle 

to a girdle on ‘those days’ without worry- 


e about a belt-pin-pad harness. I couldn't | 


hear it, if I didn’t have Tampax!” 


Are Tampax users that vehement, that 
intense, that fervent about Tampax? 
hey certainly are! If you haven't spoken 

a user yet about your “time-of-the- 
month” problems, by all means do so. 


he might tell you how comfortable | 


[ampax internal sanitary protection is— 
or she might talk about the fact it’s 
nvisible when in place. She might even 
lwell on its smallness (a whole month’s 
pply can go into the purse). But what- 
ever she says, she’s bound to be enthusi- 
istic. All Tampax users are! 
Choice of 3 absorbencies are at drug 
notion counters—Regular, Super, 
junior. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, 
Massachusetts. 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


Dear MRS. JACKSON: 

I am 16 years old with a big prob- 
lem. My mother always told me it was 
not nice to kiss a boy. I know it is not 
nice on the first date, but she doesn’t 
want me to kiss boys at all. My boy 
friend asked me why I wouldn’t let him 
kiss me, and I told him the reason why. 
Now, according to a friend of mine, he 
is dating other girls and won’t ask 
me for a date or come to see me. Mrs. 
Jackson can you give me a little ad- 
vice on how I should handle this situa- 


tion?—Mable B. 


Dear Mable: 

Your situation certainly won’t be 
solved by agreeing to kiss your boy 
friend if he does ask you for a date. It 
is rather difficult for a teen ager to 
realize this at first, especially when 
many of her friends attach so little im- 
portance to petting. In the first place 
there is more to a boy-girl relationship 
than kissing. There’s the fun of sharing 
mutually enjoyed experiences, the ex- 
citement of discovering new and un- 
usual books, movies, people . . . and 
the gay, carefree fun in knowing each 
other well enough to appreciate his likes 
and dislikes. A friendship is first built 
along these lines and kissing or petting 
becomes merely incidental until there is 
a sincere basis for these emotional 
moves. Your mother means these things, 
but you must realize she may not be 
adept at expressing what she hopes and 
prays you will have enough sense to 
find out for yourself. Possibly she has 
over stressed it (Continued on Page 76) 
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Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can 
do more for your hair than you’ve ever 
dreamed of . . . gives gray hair youthful 
new color ... gives drab hair glowing 
new color . . . leaves your hair soft, 
shining . . . this very day! 





Get Godefroy’s Larieuse at your favorite 
cosmetic counter now—the famous 
brand in the red box, known and 
approved for more than 50 years. 


In 18 flattering shades 
































3. After color has devel- 
oped, shampoo hair again, 
set in your favorite style. 


2. Apply Godefroy’s Larie- 
use with handy applicator in- 
cluded in package. 


Se Shampoo hair thoroughly. 
As it dries, mix Godefroy's 
Larieuse as directed. 





|IGODEFROY MFG. CO. e© 3510 OLIVE e ST. LOUIS 3,m0, 


5 





























contends—that someone 
spoke up for plump girls. 
She does—and makes an in- 


teresting point! 


F YOU ARE, like me. one of the 25 

million Americans who are classified 
as “overweight” the chances are that 
what I have to say will be as welcome 
as an extra helping of whipped cream 
on a double banana split—not only good 
for you but good to you. I think it’s 
high time that we on the hefty side of 
the scales raised our voices in protest 
against all the diet experts. reducing 
salon operators and fashion designers 


who are constantly trying to frighten. 


It’s high time — this writer 








shame or tempt us into shedding our 
surplus poundage. 

“Leave us alone!” I say. We like our 
toothsome 
We like 


the well-upholstered curves that result. 


high-caloried foods, our 


sweets and occasional drinks. 


And what’s more, there’s every indica- 
tion that a goodly number of men do, 
too. 

According to the insurance statisti- 
cians, those of us who enjoy a good 
steak and French fries and show it in 









the hip-line are eating ourselves into 


early graves. Be that as it may, | can’t 
help thinking of the old man who gave 
his opinion of why he had lived to be 
100 years old. “I stayed away from 
liquor and rich foods,” he said, “and 
never touched tobacco or women. That’s 
how I lived to this ripe old age.” 

“Who calls that living?” 
quipped. 


If | have to consult a chart every time 


someone 


| see a tempt- (Continued on Page 68) 
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Vatch those everyday cuts and scrapes. If you 


rst-aid in the home. Get a jar or tube today 
nd keep it handy. 


FIRST-AID TIPS FOR CUTS AND SCRAPES: 
l. 


2. 


Don’t neglect those 


CUTS « SCRAPES 





Guard against infection — 


use a product that’s PURE 





egiect them or treat them wrongly they might 
come infected. Be safe. Rely on a pure prod- 

‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. Used in hos- 
tals and clinics, it’s medically approved for 


Clean the wound with iodine or other 
mild antiseptic or soap and water. 


When bleeding stops, spread on a pro- 
tective film of *Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 


Don’t use bandage unless wound will 
be exposed to dirt—and even then make 
the bandage /oose, and smear it with 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 


Reader’s Digest calls it “The Wonder Jelly” 


Safe, soothing—The FIRST-AID KIT in a jar 


VASELINE is the registered trade mark of the Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d 








By Gerri Major 


ETTERS CONSTANTLY come to 

my desk with this question: “Should 
a woman ask a man for a date, and if 
she does and he accepts, what financial 
arrangements should be made?” 

This question is as typical of our era 

s “Cool Jazz,” and one that requires 
skillful thinking and manipulation. In 
the ideal situation, the man does the 
asking and the paying, but many women 

-not necessarily old or unattractive— 
have learned through sitting at home 
alone, that very little of life is perfect. 
The normal woman dreams of going to 
dances, to parties, to the theater, to 
night clubs, and she wants to go with a 
male companion, not a pack of women. 
The normal man, too, prefers the com- 
panionship of a woman; but the high 
cost of living greatly decreases the op- 
portunity for “going out.” How can the 
two get together? 

Let us suppose a young woman is the 
member of a club which is sponsoring 
a dance. She is required to buy two 
tickets. There is no reason why she 
should not invite a man friend whose 
courtesies she has accepted to be her 
guest. If he consents to accompany her, 
he will expect to pay all other expenses 
connected with the evening. If a four- 
some can be arranged for such a date it 
makes the situation easier for all par- 
ties. 

Perhaps a man and woman are inter- 
ested in the theater and get the greatest 
enjoyment out of a play or movie when 
they have (Continued on Page 58) 
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TORSO TREAT corren 
Floral striped with peplum banded skirt, 
rhinestone-pierced buttons, leather-like belt. 
Washable. Biue or Rose; on Tan tint ground. 


N-2618 — Sizes: 12, 14, 16, 18, 20.............. 3.98 
N-2619 — Sizes: 
1442, 16%, 1844, 20%, 22% ............00 3.98 
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L Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Returned. ' 
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instructors; standard texts. Full credit fr 
previous schoolin; Diploma awarded. 
Write now for FREE catalog! 

WAYNE SCHOOL Catclog HAS-45 
2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, Minors 
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heir parents! Examine Page 20. 
s it that widows and divorcees marry while 
girls have difficulty? How can we jolt the 
helors out of their fruitless existence? Start the 
One Year Plan for getting a mate (Page 28) 
an alive pattern for happiness. 
Pages, $1.00, all costs included. A one dollar bill 
ur risk) or check accepted. (Marriage—and) 


C. & K. Publishers 
914 Hunts Point Avenue 
New York 59, New York 
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Sweet Mama Do Right’s 


BY DAN 
_ (Author of the original Handbook of Harlem Jive) 
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SWEET MAMA 
DO-RIGHT 


House Function 


HAT SATURDAY night the jump was down up at Sweet Mama Do Right's 
pad. To dig the deal right off the reel, you gotta latch the catch that Sweet 
Mama Do Right was suffering with the shorts and had to make some bread to 





LITTLE BROWN 


HEN 


keep her shed, seeing that the man had dropped a hint 
about her long due rent. 

Now Sweet Mama Do Right is among the devout 
whom you hear shout at church in her perch in the 
Amen Corner on Sunday. But dig the old gal on 
Monday! You see, her pad is full of roomers, or 
should I say “zoomers?” and there are many days 
when nobody pays, so Sweet Mama Do Right was in 
quite a plight. 

Although her phone was in hock (you see it was 
under a lock) she started in calling for playmates to 
come balling at her penthouse (a natural “rent house”) 
on the first floor up over the store. It was a house 
rent drag (a Saturday night jag) she was giving to 
insure her living. 

She had a pot of feet to serve and as a treat, some 
neckbones and rice (with some it’s a vice). She had 
some good pickin’ chicken (fried and dyed brown 
with French fries around). And there was potato 
salad that might rhyme with the ballad some high 
cat might chirp through his hat. And she was without 
peer in brewing her own beer. For those who liked 
wine she had it from the vine—(for Manischewitz | 
pine) and some Roma great for that coma (for 4 
deuce, Bruce!). The whiskey was quite raw, but good 
for a thaw amid the rugging and hugging that would 
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Cool Tale 


ilustrations By Herbert Temple 





PIANO RED 


JOE BOP 


begin at three for the all night spree. 





MAUDE THE BROAD 


And for those who came to gamble, she arranged a Georgia Skin ramble; and 
there were craps for the chaps with educated fingers and blackjack for the second 
stringers. For the chicks she had keno, just as good as in Reno. And piano Red 
(who played for his bread) was at the spinette, stroking a minuette. On the 


record changer you could dig the Lone Ranger, and 
Bullmoose Jackson of the groovy faction. She had 
stacks of wax: Ella and Pearl, Basie «nd Earl, Duke 
and Hamp and Yardbird the Champ. She had some 
Dizzy and Vaughan and some Lena Horne, the latter 
for the squares who came in pairs. And there was 
plenty Dinah and Ruth, The Brown, and Cleanhead 


and Jacquet from that Houston town. 


INTRODUCING BULLFROG SHORTY: 
Bullfrog Shorty 
week he worked in the downstairs store). To him. all 


was on the door (during the 
her guests were pests. While she was inspecting her 
kitchen shelf. Bullfrog was muttering all to himself: 

“Joe Bop a cat that deals in hop! Maud, The 
Broad. What a fraud! And ain’t that Little Brown 
Hen a lot too thin? And Willie (Cool) Diggs always 
hustling up some gigs. And that queer dear, Gone 
With That Wind. a frantic fat cat I'd sure like to see 
And that Miss Love Freely 
‘really. | mean, really?’ Then she’s invited Willie The 


skinned! always saying. 
Wrapper. the reefer backcapper. and Dime Begging 
Shorty will sure be at the party. And how about Har- 
lem Harry and Doorway Carrie? This castle will be 
a hassle when all them cats and chicks start jiving and 


selling gold bricks. But (Continued on Page 80) WILLIE (COOL) DIGGS 











Nothing cools romance quicker 
than dull, dark, drab-looking skin. 
So, start using Black and White 
Bleaching Cream as directed and 
watch your skin take on a new 
lighter, brighter, softer, smoother 
look. Its bleaching action works 
effectively inside your skin. Mod- 
ern science knows of no faster 
method of lightening skin. 












Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
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A WELL PAID CAREER 
PRACTICAL NURSING 
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Help fill the urgent need for Trained Practical \——~ 
Nurses. If you are between 18 and 55, it’s easy to | 
train at home in your spare time to take vour place in this respect 
ed calling. Many earn while learning. High school is not needed. 
Nurse's equipment included. Mail this ad today for FREE Facts. | 
Wayne School Of Practical Nursing, tnc., 
| 2525 Sheffield Ave., Desk EX-47. Chicano 14, tI! ] 
| Please rush FREE FACTS and Sample Lesson Pages. ] 
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Dress-Up 
NEK-O-LET 


Rich Velvet Band 
with 
Sterling Silver 
Cross 

















Order in Red—Black—or Green Veivet 


Only $2.00 each; all 3 colo 


nig: rs $5.00 sa 
pe : Adjustable, Holds aera wr 
ickly! Matching Plastie End Tip a 
ow-neck dress, blouse DS. Wear with 


. evening crown 
Satisfaction Guaranteed 


NEK-O-LET, 4312 Croghan St., Fremont, Ohio 








































BOYS AREN’T EVERYTHING 


| have just finished reading in your January 
issue Arthur Prysock’s story “It’s Rough Being 
Handsome.” I like the story very much be- 
cause it is much like mine. I have often been 
called cute and there are always several boys 
around at my call, but that isn’t everything, 
if you know what I mean. 
Marie Grant 
Jacksonville, Fla. 


HER BLOOD BOILED 


Just read “Confessions Of An Army Nurse” 
in January's issue. I know that every Negro 
girl that has read it will have the same feeling 
as | 

We know the women of the Gentile races go 
for our handsome men and want to be in their 
company as much as we do. They play up to 
them more than we will to get their attention, 
reveal as much of their body as possible. Come 
to our night clubs stag to meet the men that 
play in the bands night after night, and sit 
until they get through playing for the night. 
Get drunk, clown and all but take over. 

it makes my blood boil to see these things 
happen in our places of entertainment yet, 
they're accepted graciously. 

On the other hand when we go to see a show 
in their clubs escorted we’re looked at so hard 
we feel uncomfortable. If we went stag the 
way they come to our clubs we would be shown 
the door in the company of a police escort and 
booked on grounds of prostitution. 

Say what you may about Negro women but, 
our men should be very proud of us. 

\t least we do hold up one end for the race 
by not being so weak. I admit there is a bad 
apple in every basket but, we are not as easily 
mislead by men of the opposite race as our 
men are by women of the opposite race. I have 
sense enough to know that when a white man 
makes a pass he only has one thing in mind, 
and | don’t hesitate to give him a piece of my 


mind. When the same situation arises with 
our men, they follow the play as far as they 
can. 

The sooner our poor, weak minded men wise 
up and ignore these brazen contessas who are 
nine chances out of ten outcasts of their own 
race, or looking for a cheap thrill such as the 
army nurse they will void much embarrassment 
such as rape, jail sentences, or being strung up 
on a tree. 

Remember Judas betrayed Christ, and they 
will do it every time. 

S:. BD. 
Atlantic City, N. J. 


After reading January’s issue of TAN I 
decided I would drop you a line. | must say | 
enjoyed it very much as usual. | always read 
TAN and never miss an issue. As a matter of 
fact, I can not wait until the next issue is 
on the newsstand. Believe me | truly enjoyed 
“Confessions Of An Army Nurse.” 

Please write more stories like that, and where 
ever that Negro guy is now I guess will be 
careful, and thanks to the one that set his soul 
free. I also hope a lot of Negro men will read 
that story. I must say it was swell. 

I also liked Will Hollywood Let The Negro 
Make Love. Would you tell me how I could 
get a snapshot of Dorothy Dandridge and 
Harry Belafonte? 

C. M. White 


Columbus, Ohio 


I have just finished your January issue of 
TAN and enjoyed it very much. 

I have been reading your magazine for 
sometime. I am 19 years old and | thought 
“Teen Age Love Nest,” was a great story al- 
though the couple was wrong in trying to hurt 
each other. They would have been better off 
if they would have just made up. 

“Confessions Of An Army Nurse,” was a very 
fine story, but if she really loved the soldier | 
don’t think she would let gossip ruin her love 
life. I am a Negro boy. 

Bill Jones 
Raton, New Mexico 


I have just read “Confessions Of An Army 
Nurse” in your January issue of TAN (I get 
every issue) and | am burning up with anger. 
Right now I wish I was near enough to slap her 
all over the face. She did not have love, but 
dirty passion and the courage to confess was 
not her own, but it was her friends. How dare 
she do a thing like that to our men. 

Constant Reader 
Baltimore, Md. 













TEEN-AGERS: READ TAN 


May | offer a word of praise for your stories 
in TAN. I only wish they could be placed in 
the hands of every teen-ager perhaps then, our 
town and school developments would do more 
toward establishing the youth center so badly 
needed. If our teen-agers had something con- 
crete on which to expand their energies, van- 
dalism and delinquency would be the exception 
instead of the rule, and our world of today 
and tomorrow would be a better place. 

Lou Ella Randolph 
Gilbert, La. 


| just finished reading the December issue. 

| have never written to you before now. I am a 

teenager and a senior in high school. I enjoyed 

reading the story, of “Is Kissing Dangerous” 

which I| think will help the teen-ager through 

life. 

So let’s keep up the good work. 

Willie Mae Rogers 

Selma, Ala. 


I’m a teen-ager and enjoy reading TAN very 
much, in fact I enjoy reading, period. 
“Scarlet Woman” was most interesting. Keep 
up the good work. 
Mary L. Richardson 
Jackson, Miss. 


ON HUSBAND HOLDING 


| have just finished reading January edition 
of TAN. I enjoyed it tremendously. In fact, 
| think TAN is the best magazine to read. 
Every story in the magazine is tops in in- 
terest, but of all, “How To Hold A Husband” 
by Elaine Robinson Bushnell, is the very best 
because my husband and I both are deeply 
in love, and very happy. My in-laws are just 
terrific. 
Mrs. Richard Perkins 
Buffalo, N. Y. 


BEST LITERATURE 


| must be forced to say that TAN is the best 
literature out today, as far as I’m concerned. 
| was much interested in “I Married A No- 
Good Man” which appeared in your January 
issue. | also agree with Pfc. Frank F. Boston 
who said that he thinks your stories should 
be longer, because once you start reading a 
real good story just at the most interesting 
point, it’s ended. 
Irene V. Smith 
Detroit, Mich. 





TAN PEN PAL CLUB 


| am a very lonely man and would like very 
much to correspond with a nice woman who is 
a regular reader of TAN Magazine. I am 34 
years old, 5’ 11” tall, 184 lbs., and dark brown 
skinned. | would like to correspond with a 
Christian woman two years older or younger 
than myself. 
| have been a constant reader of TAN ever 
ince it first came out. 
Henry Harris 
Route 2, Box 169 
Eau Claire, Mich. 


| would like for a girl or a young man to 
correspond with me. | am a German boy of 
12 


“ 


20, working as a reporter in a press-agency. I 

have a lot of hobbies, such as stamp collecting, 

photography, travelling, reading, etc. I also 

like American music, especially jazz. 

I know I cannot speak and write good Eng- 
lish, but | am trying to learn it perfectly. 

Karl Maute 

(14b) Tailfingen 

Krs. Balingen/Wurtt 

Narzissenweg 11 

Germany 


[ read TAN each month and have noticed 
a column for Pen Pals. I would sure like to 


exchange letters with a few nice men between 
the ages of 20 and 31. 

Delores Stephens 

120 St. James Place 

Brooklyn, N. Y. 


| have been reading TAN for about a year 
now, and I think it is simply terrific. | like 
everything that appears in TAN, my favorite 
though, is TEEN-TALK. I think if all the 
teen-agers would read this column and really 
understand and take heed, there would be bet- 
ter teen-agers today. 


| am 14 years old and would certainly enjoy 
having pen-pals in Mexico, Hawaii, British 
West Indies and France between the ages of 
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14 and 18. | would like to correspond with 
boys and girls in the United States, also. 

Nawatha Andrews 

Route 3, Box 15 

Liberty, Miss. 


I have been reading TAN, and I think it is 
wonderful. | would appreciate it very much if 
you would print my letter in your magazine. 

I would like to ‘correspond with any young 
men between the ages of 19 and 24. I am a 
colored girl 18 years old, brown skin, dark 
brown eyes and 5 ft. 3% inches tall. 

(Miss) Mae Ruth Doods 
Route 2 
Homer, Mich. 


Allow me as a constant reader of TAN to 
ask your assistance. I would very much like to 
correspond with Negro men especially law- 
yers, as | am studying law from the ages of 
30 to 40, light in complexion and considered 
good looking. 

a. am white, blonde, tall, slim, and every one 

s I’m attractive. 

Margo Allen 
General Delivery 


Wilch, W. Va. 


I am a very lonely mother of 18 with 
twin boys. I would like to find some nice man 
between the ages of 20 and 25 to correspond 
with. It seems that since my children have 
been born I have not been able to make friends. 
I lost my husband four months ago. Please ask 
some lonely boys to write to me. 

Theodora Loftis 
1638 So. 32nd St. 
Louisville, Ky. 


Man, I have just read the January issue of 
TAN. This book is real gone! In “Confessions 
Of An Army Nurse,” she sure gave Thomas 


Clark a raw deal. I would have liked to have 
met him. Helen doesn’t deserve love from 
anybody. 
This book, TAN is crazy. You keep the work 
going and I'll sure keep buying. 
I would like to correspond with a young one 
from the ages of 19 to 23. 
Willie B. Eaton 
4205-5th Ct. N. 
Birmingham, Ala. 


I am a German lady, single, 35 years old, i 
good health. I was engaged to a physician. He 
died four weeks before our marriage. My pro- 
fession is a Social Worker. At the present time 
I am working in an American office. 

The reason why I prefer an American Ne- 
gro man is that I observe again and again that 
they have more feeling and sense for justice 
and understanding of human joy and sorrow 
than most of the satisfied white rulers. I am 
not afraid to fight against prejudice if I see 
injustice and race differentiation, and to face 
prejudices as the wife of a Negro man. 

However, the American Negro man | should 
like to meet must have a real decent character. 
His age: about 35-45 years, Catholic educa- 
tional background; not drinking and not too 
much smoking. There is no reason not to meet 
him if the gentleman is a disabled ex-service- 
man. 

I am not just looking for a free trip to Amer- 
ica, for | could have come there long ago. | 
am sincerely willing to live with my future 
husband anywhere in the world where he 
might live. All I ask is that he be sincere, 
reliable and of real character. 

Miss Josy Schmidt 
Auf der Pirsch 10 
Kaiserslautern, Germany 


I am very interested in getting married to a 
nice gentleman who desires a very nice wife. 
with a rare personality, well educated and who 
likes to work. 








I am 32 years old. weigh 126% lbs., 5'4” 
tall, medium brown complexion. | have never 
been married. I will inherit property, but am 
now living with my parents. However, I would 
like to secure something for myself. I’m thrift- 
wise. 

Hope to find a nice mate. 

Orleaner Brooks 
Route 7, Box 1066 
Humboldt, Tenn. 


As a constant reader of TAN, I find it to be 
quite interesting. I desire to correspond with 
boys and girls from 16 to 22. | am 16 years 
of age. 

Carol Baker 
1831 Herbert Street 
Philadelphia 24, Pa. 


As a regular subscriber to your magazine, 
1 would like to make a request for Pen Pals. 

I am a colored Jamaican, twenty-five. My 
hobbies are—Tennis, Music, Reading, Stamp 
Collecting and Athletics. 

Correspondence from any part of the world 
will be acknowledged. Trusting to be favored 
with this request, | remain 

D. M. Williams 
Cross Roads P. O. 
Jamaica, B. W. | 


Please insert this request for Pen-Pals in 
your magazine TAN. I would like to hear 
from pretty girls from all over the world 
pecially between the ages of 15 and 23 years 
old. 

I am 19 years old, 5-ft. 10-inches tall, weigh 
164 pounds, have tan complexion and black 
hair. 

| hail from Natchez, Mississippi. | get very 
lonely, and wish | had someone to write to. 
| am a student in the Armor Radio Mainte- 
nance Course here at Fort Knox. 

Pvt. James Givens, RA 14521926 
3rd Co., Student Regt., TAS 
Fort Knox, Ky. 




























NORFORMS 


VAGINAL SUPPOSITORIES 


Tested by decters ... 
Trested by women 










i na 


Tested by doctors...froved in hospital clinics 


Mail this coupon today 


1. Antase pt 0 (Protective, germicidal action) 
Norforms are now safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 
new formula releases its antiseptic and germicidal ingredients 
right in the vaginal tract. The exclusive new base melts at body 
temperature, forming a powerful protective film that permits 
long-lasting action. Will not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant (Protection from odor) 

Norforms were tested in a hospital clinic and found to be more 
effective than anything it had ever used. Norforms are powerfully 
deodorant—they eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or “disinfectant’’ odor themselves. 





3. Convenient (So easy to use) 

Norforms are small vaginal suppositories, so easy and convenient 
to use. Just insert—no apparatus, no mixing or measuring. They’re 
greaseless and they keep in any climate: Your druggist has them 

in boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 


= mail this coupon to: Dept. T-54 


lorwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms booklet, in a 
plain envelope. 


Name 





(rcease print) 


Street. 





A NORWICH PRODUCT 
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ASTHMA 


write 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 


IF YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA 
PAROXYSMS . . . from coughs, gasping, wheezing 
read this letter from Mrs. Vester L. Price of Tenn. 


“Thank God for NACOR” 
Thank God for your wonderful med- 
icine. Before I started taking Nacor 
I would wake up coughing, ne 
wheezing and gasping for breath. 
am now able to do my work, sleep all 
night and breathe easier. 

Mrs. Vester L. Price, 


BS Tennessee 
WHY DON’T YOU TRY NACOR? Just send your name 
and your address today for daring 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER. 
No matter if you consider your case hopeless, w: today. 


NACOR, 76-U State Life Bidg., indianapolis 4, indiana 



























Prepare P 
} Learn chairside and reception tech- 
nique, X-ray, lab, personality develop- 
ment. Simplihed, personal instruction. it 
you are between 17 and 50, a 
in spare time at home and shorten class- 
work. Write now for FREE booklet. 


WAYNE SCHOOL = ‘ob. 1-31 
2521 Sheffield Ave., Chicage 14, Mi. 





















Send For FREE BOOK! 














YOU MAY 
Address & Mail 
‘5. °) 13 SE Postcards at Home 


ZG ZA. ATLAS ~ 


BOX 188 Dept. 31 
MELROSE, MASS. 
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PRAYER 


is a Tremendous Mighty Power! Are you facing diffi- 
lt Preblems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? 

Love or Family Troubles? Are you Worried about 
meone dear to you? Is someone dear to you Drink- 
ing too Much? Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy— 

Discouraged? Would you like to have more Happiness, 
Success and ‘‘Good Fortune’”’ in Life? 

f you have any of these Problems, or others like 
hem, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS— 
VEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that 

helping thousands to glorious NEW happiness and 

y! Whether you believe in PRAYER or not, this re- 

arkable NEW WAY may bring a whole NEW world of 
sppiness and joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 

o don't wait, dear friend. You will surely biess this 
lay—so please don’t delay! Just clip this Message now 
1d mail with your name, address & 3¢ stamp to LIFE- 
STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Bex 5204, Neroten, Cenn. We 
will rush this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER 

ad FAITH to you by AIR MAIL absolutely FREE! 





WIDE SHOES | 
C-D-E, Sizes 4 to 11 


ee 
6.95 “TONI” 
Clear Plastic with Black Patent, 
Navy Suede or Red Calf Trim 
Money Back Guorantee 
Write For Free Catalog 
; SYD KUSHNER - Dept. T-3 
o EEE ™ — 133 Seuth St., Phila. 47, Pa. 
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7 DIAMOND RINGS 
4 ' $1.9 wc $2.95 
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anes na Ring Ce., Dept. 1943 
Milwaukee Av., Chicage 47, Ul, 











Vat (King) Cole 





Mahalia Jackson 





Diahann Carroll 





Pearl Primus 















By Margo Hughes 


At TER THE BIRTH of her first little dancer Pearl Primus 
skips off on tour with a brand new troupe that’s real 
authentic. Featured imports will be dancers from the Bai 
tribe in Liberia, dancers from Trinidad, drummer singers 
from the Onaha people in British West Indies and Gambia, 


Africa and a singer-pianist from the good old Southlands, 


S.A. 


That Jambassador of good will, Lionel Hampton and 
his orchestra have extended their tour through Europe 
and will do a picture stint in Hamburg, Germany. Then 
they’ll do a tour of Israel at the request of the Ministry 
of the Interior. This marks the first time an American 
swing orchestra has played in Israel and Hamp is donating 
his services free . . . and will do a jazz workover on 
“Hatikvah” the Hebrew anthem. This ought to be sen- 
sational cause that’s the kind of guy Hamp is. All 
throughout Europe the “Stomping Room Only” sign has 
been up everywhere he appears and in one German city 
jazz fans honored him by naming a boulevard after him, 
“Lionel Hamptonstrasse.” 


The inimitable Nat (King) Cole has okayed a flicker of 
his life and will play himself ... in technicolor. Many 
other Negro personalities have been considered for this type 
of presentation but the King becomes the first entertainment 


artist to make the grade. The script will highlight the King’s 


all-time great recordings, with “Nature Boy” topping the list. 


Model-actress Vera Francis landed a part in the Colum- 
bia picture “Devil Goddess.” But now that the shooting 
is over she plans to carry on her role of a native dancer 
called “Viejah” and is spending all her spare time in 
Greenwich Village curio shops buying bangles and things. 


Tenor, Rawn Spearman, who has the love interest lead in 
“House of Flowers” opposite Diahann Carroll, spending his 
off-Sundays in concert at New York City churches. 


Gospel singer Mahalia Jackson steadfastly refuses to 
switch her style to rhythm and blues even though she’s 
been offered as high as $10,000 weekly to sing in a New 
York night club. This is a lot of money to refuse but 
Mahalia claims “I never had it, so 1 don’t miss it.” So 
she’ll stick with her “gospel with a bounce.” 


Don’t get any ideas that Kid Gavilan’s show business 
career died because his Mambo Revue was cut to one week 
at the Apollo Theatre. Granted the crowds didn’t dig what 
was happening and the Cuban chicks didn’t dig us Ameri- 
cans, our language or our food, (Continued on Page 80) 
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THATS YOU 
UP THERE 


where the 





living’s good! 








That’s YOU, elevated to the world’s 


best living by the proven brands of 
products that never let you down— 
and for a very down-to-earth reason: 
each manufacturer has to live up to 
the highest standard set by his com- 
petitors. His product has to be good 
to survive— it’s as simple as that. So 
if he changes it at all, you can be sure 


he’s aiming at something better. 


That’s why you can shop so confidently, 
so profitably, so easily, by buying prod- 
ucts with responsible names. Living 
on top of the world? — you bet! But 
you’re on ground as safe and sound as 
your own back yard. 


Easy to keep up on what’s good: just 
read the ads in this magazine. 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION 


INCORPORATED 
A NON-PROFIT EDUCATIONAL FOUNDATION 
37 WEST 57 STREET, NEW YORK 19, N. Y. 


WANT CONFIDENCE? PATRONIZE THE DEALER WHO PROVIDES YOUR FAVORITE BRANDS 





15 





When he whispers, “How Lovely!” 





YOU'LL THINK, “HOW EASY, HOW FAST®”’ 


Are you almost lovely? Do you get near 
compliments? Do men say, ‘She would be 
beautiful if her complexion were better.” 
lhen, for goodness’ sake, make it better! 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
9 toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest—and 
auses women to exclaim, ‘“‘How lucky 


she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 

NADINOEA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both guaranteed to satis- 
fy you completely or money back. Get 
NADINOLA today! NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 


JUST ONE JAR WILL MAKE YOUR COMPLEXION BRIGHTER AND LOVELIER! 


SAVE MONEY NOW: 


MLFPRICE SEO A A DIM OLA 


DELUXE BLEACHING CREAM 


| $1 VALUE—ONLY 5O« 


AT LEADING STORES NOW! ACT FAST, THIS OFFER IS LIMITED! 











MEDICAL 
MYTHS 


By DR. JULIAN LEWIS 


Author of “The Biology Of The Negro’’ 











I" IS ASTONISHING how little the 

average person knows about the 
workings of his own body or about the 
simplest medical facts. An individual 
may be ever so learned about many 
things and be looked upon as an intel- 
lect of the highest order yet be wholly 
ignorant of the basic facts of phys- 
iology. 

A prospective buyer of an automobile, 
a washing machine or a camera knows 
enough about the mechanisms of these 
articles as to be able to look a salesman 
straight in the eye and discuss technical 
details with clearness and understand- 
ing. The salesman, knowing this, will 
deal only with substantiated facts about 
his product because he knows bunkum 
will be detected. But the same person 
who demands, recognizes, and obtains 
honesty in ordinary purchases will swal- 
low hook, line and sinker the claim of 
anyone who has a cure to sell. An offer 
to cure a cold in 24 hours, or a rupture 
without surgery, or to make female or 
lung diseases disappear overnight is ac- 
cepted without a challenge. 

For exact knowledge about their bod- 
ies people generally substitute myths 
and superstitions many of which have 
their origins in the accepted beliefs of 
centuries ago. Doctors meet these false 
ideas frequently in their practice and 
find it difficult to persuade them away. 
For example, many a sick person be- 
lieves that a pleasant tasting medicine 
does not have the strength to effect a 
cure. A_ vile tasting concoction must 
surely be a powerful acting restorative. 

An interesting story often told among 
doctors illustrates another common 
myth. A hypochondriac woman went 
from doctor to doctor with imagined ill- 
nesses. She finally landed in the office 
of a young, handsome physician to 
whom she gave a long and detailed ac- 
count of her fancied diseases. The doc- 
tor told her she no longer needed to 
worry because he would cure her imme- 
diately. He gave her some methylene 
blue tablets and insisted that she take 
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them at once. Now, anyone who has 
been initiated into a fraternity or so- 
rority knows that a common stunt is 
to give the initiate methylene blue pills. 
The dye is excreted by the kidneys 
into the urine which is colored a deep 
blue. This usually frightens the ini- 
tiate. But the patient who took them 
was not scared. To the contrary, she 
went around singing the doctor’s 
praises because, in her own words, “I 
had the blues very bad, but he gave me 
some pills and before I knew it the 
medicine worked them out of me.” 

Many other patients also believe their 
illness must be worked out of them. 
They will accept a strong cathartic plac- 
idly because they are convinced that 
the doctor is in this way driving out 
the disease. If a diuretic is prescribed 
it must be because the illness is being 
washed out through the kidneys. Many 
a young girl treated for acne will ask 
if her new pimples mean that the con- 
dition is being worked out of her in 
this way. This myth harks back to the 
day in the far past when even doctors 
believed that diseases were due to the 
presence in the body of “bad humors” 
which had to be gotten rid of before 
a cure could be effected. Of course, 
such beliefs have no scientific basis and 
have been discarded by doctors for 
many generations. In many diseases poi- 
sonous substances are produced in the 
body but treatment consists not in elim- 
inating the poisons but in eliminating 
the source of the noxious substances. 

There is a great deal of talk among 
lay people about “acid foods.” They 
will tell how they go to great lengths 
to avoid such foods as oranges, lemons, 
and grapefruit because they make the 
body “too acid.” Doctors find it rather 
hopeless to explain that there is no such 
thing as an acid food. What are called 
acid foods actually act in the opposite 
way within the body. When eaten they 
behave as alkalies, just as if so much 
bicarbonate of soda were taken. If these 
foods are harmful in any way it is not 
because they are acid but because one is 
allergic to them and you can be allergic 
to any food, acid or alkaline. People 
are very apt to associate sourness with 
acidity. 

There are many misbeliefs about men- 
struation. Many girls and women under 
no condition will take a bath while in her 
monthly periods. There is no basis for 
this. (Continued on Page 76) 
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I WATCHED | 
MY 

HUSBAN 
DIE! 


BY MRS. ED SANDERS 


)ECAUSE OF A PRIZE FIGHT, | 
P am today a widow. My husband, 
Ed Sanders, who fought as a 
yweight, died last December 12 aft- 
being knocked out in the 11th round 
Boston bout with Willie James. His 
ith leaves me feeling lonesome and 
with the task of rearing our son, 
ell, now still in his infancy. But I 
courage and determination to car- 
for | know Ed would want it that 
He was a rugged sort of a guy who 
ured no person should let odds get 
down without a fight. 
Vhen | look back on the incident 
th cost my husband his life, I think 
t an awful trick fate played on him. 
25 at the time, he was so young 
got such a big kick out of living. 
end for him came much too soon, 
sure. 
Ed’s death hurt me, naturally, but I 
)'t blame Willie James for what hap- 
ed. After all, he and my husband 
ontracted to stage a fight for money. 
| neither could foresee that a tragedy 
ild result from it all. 
ames apparently was as upset about 
death as | was. When informed 
it the incident, he sobbed, “I’m ter- 
sorry.” He later commented: “I 
t realize Sanders was badly hurt 
he time he went down. I thought he 
ld come to in a few minutes. I didn’t 


think I hit him that hard. | hit him an 
uppercut in the 10th round, the hardest 
punch of the fight. But scored 
knockouts before where | hit the man 
much harder.” James, at 20814, weighed 
some 814 pounds less than my husband. 

Ed, who fought professionally while in 
the Navy, died at 4:30 p.m. on Decem- 
ber 12, some 18 hours after he was car- 
ried out of Boston Garden in an uncon- 
scious state. For four hours prior to his 
death a surgeon had operated on his 
brain to relieve what was diagnosed as a 
blood clot. The official cause of his death 


intercranial hemor- 


I’ve 


was listed as an 
rhage. 

Following Ed’s death, Associate Medi- 
cal Examiner Michael A. Luongo stated 
that the tragedy resulted from “bleeding 
between the brain tissues and the dura, 
the membrane encasing the brain.” 

Luongo added: “The injuries that 
precipitated his death were from the 
fight. Although there was minimal evi- 
dence of old injuries, they had nothing 
to do with this case.” 

The fight was considered pretty even 
at the time of the knockout. Ironically, 
I wasn’t as worried about Ed in this 
fight as I was in others. as he seemed to 
be holding his own to me. But, he went 
down under three left hooks and a right 
cross after 25 seconds of the 11th round. 
He dropped to his side and rolled over 


unconscious. His head did not hit any- 
thing as he fell on the heavily padded 
canvas, according to close observers. 

While sprawled upon the canvas, Ed’s 
breathing became labored and it was in- 
dicated that he had suffered possible 
serious injury. Immediately Dr. Samuel 
Sandler, the Massachusetts Boxing Com- 
mission physician at ringside, called for 
a stretcher and an ambulance. 

The ambulance sped Ed off to Massa- 
chusetts General Hospital where he was | 
carried straight to surgery. A brain sur- 
geon, Dr. William Sweet, began a deli- 
cate operation on Ed in short order, 
after finding that he was “bleeding from 
more than one point inside the skull.” 
Sweet proceeded on the theory that the 
damage was done by several blows but 
did not rule out the possibility that it 
could have been done by only one. The 
operation lasted from midnight to 4 a.m, 
the following morning. Yet, at the end 
of it all, Ed’s condition was unchanged. 
| arrived at the hospital just as he was 
passing. 

The idea of my husband lying lifeless) 
almost killed me. Losing control of my: 
self, | cried hysterically. It was um 
doubtedly the most shocking thing that 
had ever happened to me in my lifetime 
up to then. I’m still limp from the ex 
perience. 


Without Ed, (Continued on Page 74) 





Famous Skin Ointment Has 
Brought Blessed Help Te Thousands! 


Follow the example of thousands of 
grateful users. Get Black and White 
Ointment. Still only 25c. Even more 
reason for you to buy Black and 
White Ointment today! Cleanse your 
skin with Black and White Skin Soap. 


Relieves Itching 
Misery Of: 


© UGLY BUMPS (Blackheads) 
e ACNE PIMPLES 

© Simple RINGWORM 

e TETTER ¢ ECZEMA 

© Burning, IRRITATED FEET 

e Red, IRRITATED HANDS 


Save most of all on 
large 60¢ size 
Trial size 15¢ 


For only a fraction of a cent 


; Calumet Baking Powder 
f insures baking success! 


A giant of a man, Sanders had hoped td 
win the world heavyweight title by 1957. 
But he died from Willie James’ knockout. | 
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Imeted and garbed like a man from Mars, Baltimore disc jockey Maurice “Hot-Rod” Between record spins, Hot-Rod is kept busy 
ulbert, makes landing in familiar helicopter. Hot-Rod began promoting rocket and answering telephone calls from fans. 
tocruiser shows as a gimmick to attract attention when he moved to city from Memphis. Though shy, he is a congenial personality, 

















HORTLY AFTER Maurice 


was bleak. Baltimore already had a full 
quota of popular disc jockeys, and local 
listeners were none too keen on an out- 
sider trying to steal their thunder. 

Nevertheless, Radio Station WITH 
selected him for a new program, 9:30 
pm. to 12 nightly, which was aimed 
primarily at the city’s 235,000 Negro 
population. With this break, The Hot- 
Rod called on his ingenuity, and the 
rest is one of the most interesting chap- 
ters in the history of American “disc 
riding.” 

By nature reserved, the 39-year-old 


( Hot- 

Rod) Hulbert arrived in Baltimore 
1951, he discovered that he would have 
to create a new gimmick or flop as a 
disc jockey. Despite 15 years of experi- 
ence in show business and two years as 
a record spinner in Memphis, the future 


native of Helena, Arkansas, became a 
riot both on the air and in public ap- 
pearances. He promoted himself as the 


hot-rod of the airlanes, adopting a crash 
helmet as a part of his public wearing 
apparel and the rocket as a trademark. 
When he received a traffic ticket, he 
made a great play on the fact that he 
had been “grounded.” He took to flying 
and landing all around town in a heli- 
copter. 

Gradually, he began to attract atten- 
tion, but another stunt almost finished 
him in Baltimore before he had “gotten 
off the ground good.” 

In July, 1952, Hot-Rod announced 
that he was going to celebrate his birth- 
day (July 30) with the most fabulous 
party ever held in Baltimore. For two 
weeks prior to the party, he promoted 
the event, which was slated for Scarlett’s 



























Among regular stunts is Hot-Rod’s appear- 
ance in bed in window of a furniture-store, 
one of his most important sponsors. 
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Crash helmet is a Hot-Rod trademark. He 
wears it wherever he goes. Before he went 
to Baltimore, he always wore conk. 


Country Club. 

Hot-Rod expected no more than 600 
of his listeners and friends to attend, but 
two hours before night-fall, more than 
3,000 people were on the club grounds. 
They had come from as far away as 
Richmond, Philadelphia, New York. By 
& p.m., the crowd had increased to 8,000 
and cars were jammed for two and a 
half miles along the road leading to the 
club. Not a car could move, the jam 
was that tight! 

It was necessary to summon the state 
militia, state police, and local traffic off- 
cials to unsnarl the tie-up. Traffic was 
unable to move normally for more than 
four hours. As drivers’ tempers flared, 
some automobiles broke new trails 
through woods. It all added up to “bad 
will” for the disc jockey. 

Hot-Rod, both astounded at the at- 
tendance and disappointed because of 
hassle that had developed, feared that 
his new career was at an end. But he 
fought back: when listeners chided him, 
saying he was crazy to make his an- 
nouncement of (Continued on Page 75) 
























Charity is one of Hot-Rod’s biggest inter- 
ests. Here he calls with a basketful of food 
for this mother and her hungry children. 
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AST SUMMER, when I was almost twenty, | made an important 
discovery about Jim and me. 

I was still resentful over the fact that Jim and I had grown up—and 
our growing up had spoiled a wonderful relationship which started 
when I was seven and Jim Hartford was twelve, at the time my folks 
first moved to Willow Springs, next door to the Hartfords. 

I expected Jim to play dolls with me..and he did if no one was around, 
and | played handball with him. More and more I got to playing out- 
doors with him, forgetting dolls. Mostly, however, he looked after me. 


because in those days, to attract his interest and keep it, | became a tom- 
boy, so much so, that when I got to be about 13, Mom put a stop to it, 
not just because my neck was often in jeopardy, but because she said | 


was too big now to be getting into escapades and expecting Jim to 


rescue me. 
I didn’t like this at all, nor Mom’s serious (Continued on Page 64) 





He was only gone a moment, and when he 


came out in his trunks, he carried me down 
to the lake in his arms. 
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By Jim Goodrich 
ACHITO MAESTROS what is cri- 


tically acclaimed the most excit- 
ing Latin-styled band anywhere but the 
public seldom gets to hear his aggrega- 
tion on recordings for some unknown 
reason. Playing for six years Afro- 
Cuban melodies which many fans crave, 
the band still has been recorded on only 
a handful of sides, most for minor labels 
where the releases were extended little 
promotion. None of Machito’s releases 
have ever been fully promoted. 

Why record people play down Machi- 
to poses a query which puzzles anyone 
familiar with the popularity of Latin- 
American the U. S. today. 
Latin rhythms as expressed in the mam- 
bo, rhumba and samba are currently 
the rage of the nation and Machito is 
no less than the outstanding exponent 


music in 


of the music. 


Machito’s band differs from _ othe 
wellknown 
one major score: 


group plays real Latin rhythms witho 


Latin-American bands of 
authenticity. His 


ENR PTS NITY 


striving for commercial appeal as bands 


like those of Perez Prado, Tito Puent 
and Joe Loco do. 


tant to push Machito’s stuff. They get 


erally like to sell today commercial gimt® 


micks of the corny variety not to 
found in the Machito repertoire. 

A typical Machito offering begins sit 
ply on a central theme, the brass a 
saxes playing straight phrases over 
unmistakable Afro-Cuban __ beat. 
theme is repeated over and over ag 
but always with a changing patter 
the saxes pitching modern counter met 
dies against the brass at stepped-u 
phasis on the (Continued on Page 82 


Perhaps that is the 


reason recording promoters are relueé 
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| 1M MOST THANKFUL for having the kind of 
mother that Katie Hodges was and is. She never 
shed me toward success nor did she clutch after me 
it was time for me to get out on my own. She has 
been guided by the dollar sign and her love has 
de her my buddy throughout the years. Even now she 
es with Edith and the kids and me in New York. I 
really don’t know what we'd do without her. She's every- 
body's best friend—mine. Edith’s and the children’s! 
It goes way back—mother’s and my mutual réspect for 
each other. When I was 14, I wanted a saxophone. | 
sed the same plea that all kids still use: “But, Mama, 


vervbody has one!” It was true. I had taken two years 


u 


e 


f piano but it didn’t excite me. Now all my friends were 
taking up sax and I felt left out. 

So Mom finally took me to a music store. I fell in love 
with a beautiful brass sax. I didn’t care anything about 
the tone. What did I know about one then? AII I cared 
about was that | thought it was the prettiest thing I had 
ever seen. The clerk showed me how to play the scales 
and from then on I was on my own. To hear Mom tell it 
ood from the first time I put the 
mouthpiece to my lips. But what mother 


| Was £ 
doesh't exaggerate about her son? After 
an hour or so | must admit that I was 
rather pleased with the riffs I was 
blowing. 
There was really nothing serious 
about me and the sax in those first 
months. I like the way the instruments 
looked more than anything else. When if 
Il saw a silver sax, | decided I had to 


have one of (Continued on Page 77) 





JOHNNY HODGES 








nEVOLUTHONARY SORT of idea 


Xd about jazz which I chanced upon 
ral years ago eventually caused me 
witch from p 
put me on the 
For that happy t 
| be thankful all my life. 
ganist, | have garnered a measure of 
vidual recognition among popular 
lists in music and am now the maes- 





s, 


As an 


Bill Davis’ career took an upswing 
ment he discovered that he could 
play jazz on the organ. 


& Piano to organ / 


iptay J oZ ON THE ORGAN 





tp of sSaasites trio. As a pianist, 
T ‘might have ended up as ie another 
sideman. 

The idea which proved lucky 


for me 





was nothing complex. I simply visioned 
that swi could be played appealingly 
on the orga as simple as it 


sounded, the theory represented sore 


thing quite radical in popular music at 
the time. Nobody had ever attempted “i gota 














élassics, I (Continued on Page 63) 













what I had in mind and I was therefore 
a bit cautious about trying to prove my 
point. Meanwhile I went ahead prepar- 
ing miyself for the task. 

Where Pygot the idea to jazz the 
organ is ‘something about which I’m 
not sure of, I'm positive, however, that 
“it was not fostered by anything in my 
formal sration for music. Because 
Hraining in a strict curriculum 
at Wiley College in Texag. Graduated 
swith @ BA degree 
in music, d out professionally as 
a pianist & classics. 4 would prob- 
ably still be doing the same thing today 
were it not for the ‘that I never had 
Gn the’ classical stuff. 

Jazz, on the thet hand, has always 
appealed strongly to me. I think I was 
first attracted t@ the music around 20 
years, ago by the Late Fats Waller, a 
truly fine 4 “ian who once set the 
pace: On the instruments I now play— 
piano and organ. 


After an unenthusiastic fling at the 


from the ins 
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» ** UST 10 MORE MINUTES, MOM- 
P MIE.” 

How often have most mothers heard 
that plea, or a similar one, uttered by a 
| Teluctant youngster, when the subject 
=~ of bedtime was broached? All too often, 
= Vm afraid. And yet, why do children 
| fight sleep? 
| “If they knew,” you say, “like we do, 
| how restful and relaxing and comfort- 
ing the bed can be after a long day of 
© worrying with them, they wouldn’t ask 
© for just 10 more minutes so often.” 
Children do know how comforting 
© Sleep can be, and a tired baby soon 
| learns that sleep is pleasant. But sleep 
4 habits, like eating habits and, in fact, all 































Children Fight Sleep 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, 
Northwestern University 


of the habits that we acquire as we grow 
up, are a reflection of the habits that are 
established and maintained in early in- 
fancy. 

Good sleep habits can be cultivated 
with the infant, and usually a young 
baby will not fight sleep unless he has 
been awakened rudely to be shown to a 
visiting friend, or in some other manner 
disturbed during his sleep period. The 
disturbance, naturally, causes him to as- 
sociate sleep with uncomfortableness, 
and to rebel against it. 

You say, “My baby never fought 
sleep. It’s only since he became three 
years old that I have had tantrums to 
deal with at (Continued on Page 82) 
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Sally was in a quandary. She loved Bill desperate!y, 
but she did not think it right to give herself to him 
without benefit of clergy. 








An age-old question—whether or not to remain a virgin—faces the modern girl. 


Her 


entire future happiness may depend on whether or not she gives the right answer. 


S THE “DOUBLE STANDARD” be- 

coming an integral part of our atom- 
ic age? It is only necessary to read our 
daily papers to realize that something 
is desperately wrong with today’s moral 
code. Not since the flapper days of the 
twenties has sex played such an im- 
portant part in the life of American 
women. 

Is pre-marital sex experience such a 
vital issue? Yes, say some psychiatrists 
and doctors, for “if the nation’s young 
women are allowed to go through life 
without a fundamental knowledge of sex, 
then future generations will reap a 
harvest of moral ruin.” 

What about virginity? Is it a useless 
virtue that girls and young women cling 
to for the sake of superiority over the 
male? Nothing of the kind. In Amer- 
ica today, our moral code decrees that 
men and women, and women especially, 


shall forego the pleasures of sex until 
both parties are tied by bonds of matri- 
mony. Religion teaches us that sexual 
relationship is a necessary and vital part 
of the marriage vow, and that to trespass 
upon that vow is the most terrible of sins. 

Yet, in the United States today, there 
are thousands of unmarried mothers, 
striving to eke out a living for themselves 
and their child while the responsible 
male is free to pursue his philandering 
way. Nearly ten thousand of these un- 
fortunate girls meet a horrible and pain- 


ful death under the unskilled hands of 
the abortionist. 

Unbelievable? Perhaps. But any doc- 
tor, if he were free to discuss his clinical 
records, will sadly corroborate the grim 
facts. 

Take the case of Sally Winter, age 
seventeen, a pretty, dark-haired, brown- 
eyed daughter of a bus driver in a small 
town in Ohio. Bill, the boy she had 
known practically all her life, was about 
to enter the Army as a draftee. Knowing 
that he would be away for a few years, 
on the eve of his departure, Bill asked 
her to spend the few remaining hours in 
a hotel. 

Sally was in a quandary. She loved 
Bill desperately, or thought she did, but 
she did not think it right to give herself 
to him without benefit of clergy. But 
the boy insisted that she show her love 
for him in, as he put it, “the only way 


possible.” Sally finally succumbed to 
his desires. That night, after telling her 
parents that she was doing her home- 
work at a girl friend’s house, Sally and 
the young draftee registered in a small, 
drab hotel at the edge of town. 

Later that night, in her own room, 
Sally Winter began to have the first 
pangs of conscience. Did she do right? 
Would anything happen because of what 
she and her boy friend did? She was in 
the first half of her senior year in high 
school. But the fact that Sally knew that 


many of her school chums indulged in 
sex relations with the boys behind the 
school building, did little to assuage her 
fears. Weeks passed, dreaded weeks, and 
one morning she awoke to the terrible 
discovery that she was pregnant. 

Sally Winter’s future was assured. 
She would spend the rest of her life re- 
gretting her mistake. It is the girl who 
pays for illicit love. Psychologists agree 
that the male is, by instinct, the poly- 
gamous member of the sexes. His moral 
code, since the cave man, can be said 
to be at the primitive level of human 
existence. It was with the advancement 
of knowledge that he progressed to a 
point where love and understanding 
overcame lust and brute force. 

It is a wise girl who knows the boy 
she is dating. Teen-age girls especially. 
need not submit to a boy’s demands to 
“prove” their love. It is an insult of the 


lowest order to suggest that a girl must 
show how well she likes her escort by 
allowing him to become intimate with 
her. To coerce his date into an illicit 
affair is proof enough that his intentions 
are not honorable and that he is merely 

trying to inflate his juvenile ego. 
Janice Webster, learned to her sorrow, 
that pre-marital relations can lead to 
heartbreak and degradation. Her family 
had great plans for her. Janice was en- 
dowed with unusual musical ability. Her 
piano playing (Continued on Page 78) 
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est showman in big jazz band business, Lionel Hampton A great musician, Lionel plays both sweet and hot on the vibes. He 
»t number with a wild flurry of drum beats. His was one first gained famed as a vibraharp player with Benny Goodman, now 
w groups to weather recent big band depression. owns an interest in a vibes-manufacturing company. 


LIONEL RUNS THE BAND. 


TELEPHONE RANG in Chicago’s 
Regal Theater, and a man in 
Detroit asked for Lionel Hampton, 
leader of America’s greatest show band. 
Lionel wasn’t around, so a messenger 
began a search for him, eventually 
climbing the stairway to Hamp’s dress- 
ing room, where he asked a band staff- 
meinber: 

“Is Lionel up here?” 

“No,” the staff-man said, looking up 
from several boxes of shirts he’d just 
brought in for Hamp from a laundry. 

“Well,” said the messenger, “there’s a 
call for him downstairs. Guy from De- 
troit wants to talk about a date.” 

“Give the call to Gladys,” the staff 
man advised the messenger. 

“But,” protested the messenger, “the 
call’s for Lionel.” 

“Give it to Gladys,” the staff man ad- 
vised again, and the messenger left to do 
as he was told. After he had gone, an- 
other member of the Lionel Hampton 
yrganization, who had been listening 


lresses band in Bermuda shorts for an engagement in New York. Show music 
with amusement, said: “That guy must 


nmicks like these have helped make this band one of the most popular in jazz 
history. The band recently enioved a lengthy European tour. 
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Hamp’s wife, Gladys, keeps a tight rein on all finances. Here she 
confers with Hamp and Moss Kendrix, a public relations man. She 
is rated “a good businesswoman” by agents, bookers, promoters. 








From telephone in her car, Gladys discusses a dance date with 
a promoter. On a trip to Europe last year, she lined up 75 
dates, astounding band bookers who had said it couldn't be done. 


HIS WIFE RUNS THE BUSINESS 


be new around here. He doesn’t know 
the score—but he’ll learn!” 

“He will that,” agreed the staff man. 
“Lionel runs the band—but Gladys runs 
the business!” 

That statement, though made behind 
the Hamptons’ backs, is no dig at Lionel, 
for he is the first to admit that “Gladys 
is the boss of everything we have,” 
which includes the band, real estate, and 
an interest in a vibraharp company. 

Gladys, as you probably know, is Mrs. 
Lionel Hampton. She is an attractive. 
clothes-conscious woman who possesses 
a fine business mind and who is, at the 
same time, unique in the business as a 
woman band manager and one of the 
best there is. A legion of folk in show 
business swear that she is the shrewdest 
operator in the band field, which is not 
difficult to believe when one considers 
that the Lionel Hampton band (or or- 
chestra, if you prefer) has been in suc- 
cessful, continuous operation since its 
formation in 1940. It is no secret that 
in the past 14 years, a serious depression 


has hit the “big band” business. It is 
also of more than passing interest that 
the Lionel Hampton band is said to be 
the only such aggregation which is 
owned and operated completely by Ne- 
groes. 

In her capacity as band manager, 
Mrs. Hampton okays all bookings, over- 
sees every facet of the band’s day-to- 
George 


day operations (assisted by 


Hart). and either travels with the band 


or ahead of it continuously for the pur- 
pose of assuring the organization of a 
profit. In an average year, that means 
keeping 28 people employed 52 weeks 
around in show business, one of the 
more unpredictable fields of endeavor. 
But for all her success in a rough 
business, Mrs. Hampton harbored no 


youthful ambition to manage a bend, nor 
did she obtain special training for the 
job she holds. (Continued on Page 78} 





Gladys has little time for hobbies, but when she does she delights in driving foreign 


sports cars and designing her own clothes. 


Although they don’t talk money, Hamp 


and Gladys are well-to-do. 
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.. a %e; . couldnt speak another word. I just 
“ \ I 
‘y * » \y choked up like I always did. I felt my 
‘wi La ‘ay face getting hot and knew it wasn't the 
‘ . < . flames from the f 
t . 4 ames trom le fire. 
\ a yes 
4 ‘ + % . . “Toss me a coke. Ed! Oh you muscle 
\ % *, % t { man. | didn't say to knock me down 
% 4 ? + with it.” That was Julie Farnsworth, 
‘ a Ted's sister s veaking. How I envied het 
} I : 
’ 4 Sars ae 
t and all the other girls who were so easy 
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couldn t | be like them? Why did I just 


d Shel ° 4 . 
f ; Terribly lonely and naive about men, Bessie was an 
7 : a “4 
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4 a” have to tighten up and go dumb every- 
aa " time a boy tried to be friendly? My 
yt Fs thoughts raced around. They seemed to 
23 be looking in every corner of my mind 
es for something to talk about. “The 
weather | gulped and began 


again, “The weather’s nice tonight . . .” 

“Yes.” Ted said. Then he shifted his 
position and was silent too. | knew that 
| was making him nervous by being that 
way myself. but I just couldn't help it. 
Miserably I listened to the lazy talk go- 
ing on around us. watching Aunt Helen 
of 


handing out (Continued on Page 58) = 


who was leader our Youth Group 
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VES OF WILD, hot anger 
whirled through me as I stood 
ged facing Cleo Marshall, in the 
f her richly furnished living 
My fists were clinched so hard 
gernails were biting into the 
f my hands. I could feel the 
in my arms flexing violently. 
my will power, I was fighting a 
impulse to close my hands 
her velvety, haughty neck, to 
the breath from her shapely 


physically sick, remembering 
villingly I had walked right into 
1 spot. How lucky I'd thought I 
How dazzled I was by the glamor- 
Vidow Marshall! Oh, yeah. I'd 
struck it rich! I’d have all the 
ts a guy could want, be able to 
1e with my musical career with 








the best piano teachers—fulfilling -my 
mother’s life-long dream—and ... Vd 
have the luscious Cleo Marshall besides. 
And the sweet part of it was—I'd have 
all this for nothing-—-well, practically 
nothing. Some fellows might think driv- 
ing her big shiny limousine or her slick. 
robin s-ege-hlue convertible. was work, 
but I didn’t. | was to live in the impos- 
ing brown-stone house. which topped 
the hill overlooking Woodcrest. under 
the guise of being her chauffeur. [ say 
guise. because when I told her | had no 
idea what went on under the hood of a 


car, sie lauchinely 


explained. “But 


ernie. darling. there’s mechanies to take 


are 8a Tt those things.” She took my 


ds in hers. stroked my fingers. “Tt 
would be a sin for these sensitive fingers 


to le dirtied by such menial tasks.” 


Oh, it was (Continued on Pare 50) 





THIS WAS AN UNHOLY TRIANGLE, ONE 


INVOLVING A MADAME, A MAID, AND 


HANDSOME CHAUFFEUR. THE 
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By Dan Burley 


pe! DS IN NEGRO SHOW BUSINESS have raged for 
years among top name stars over everything from a 
.cied snub to a sock in the nose. Some have resulted in 
inplay and even murder. Some of these rivalries and 
tty jealousies one would associate with neighboring 
isewives in over-the-back-fence rumbles as to who bakes 
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e best cake. 
| [here are of course, the feuds engineered by enterprising 
ss agents seeking to further publicize their clients, and 
ere are still other feuds agreed to in advance by the 
icipals with the same idea in mind—publicity. 
Perhaps the most famous of the all-time feuds among 
‘ro entertainers was the one between Ethel Waters and 
late Bill (Bojangles) Robinson, king of the tap dancers. 
id-tempered Bill, Ethel recalls, got very hot under the 
llar during her early years in show business when she 
ed to remember him although he often came to Ed- 
nd’s club in Harlem where she was working. 
Their dislike of one another, she says, began at the 
pheum Theater in St. Louis where Bill was starring. 
He was nice enough to come over to the Washington 
eater to see us,” Miss Waters reminisces. “He invited 
all to a party he was giving in his hotel rooms. I prom- 


rid shake dancers Rose Hardaway (l.) and Cassandra 
have a strong and mutual dislike of each other. Cassie 
e claimed that Rose stole her husband, Teddy Hale. 


FAMOUS 
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Trumpeters Louis (Satchmo) Armstrong (r.) and Dizzy Gillespie 
have quarreled over the merits of old-school jazz vs. the “modern 
trend.” Louis once spoofed Dizzy in song. 


ised to come. I forget what happened, but at the last minute, 
I couldn’t go. I’m sorry to say that Bill never forgave me.” 

Ethel Waters is one of the few persons who didn’t concede 
Robinson the title, “World’s Greatest Tap Dancer.” 

“I would be the last one to take anything from Bo as an 
artist who had genius in his feet,” she says, “but I wasn’t 
knocked over because | had seen other great Negro dancers 
who could challenge Bill Robinson or any other hoofer, includ- 
ing Fred Astaire, at any and all times. Two of these men were 
King Rastus and Jack Ginger Wiggins. Ginger Wiggins could 
do 200 or 300 different intricate dance steps without repeating. 
White people never saw them, but that’s the white folks’ loss.” 


In later years, Robinson and Miss Waters relaxed their bitter © 


feud and one of the hardest struck of all those who mourned 


Bo’s death several years ago was the famed star of Member of 


the Wedding. 

Another feud between prominent stars was that which devel- 
oped during the early 1940s when Lena Horne was first getting 
her buildup at New York’s Cafe Society, Downtown. At the 
time, boogie-woogie to Bach-piano playing Hazel Scott was the 
rage of Gotham’s gay, pleasure-struck night life and there was 
little she could do that people would condemn. They were bill- 
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ing Miss Horne as Helena Horne shortly after her “breaking in” 
tours with the Charley Barnet orchestra. Before that, she had 
been introduced to the public as a singer by Noble Sissle who 
brought her from the Cotton Club chorus line to front his band. 
Barney Josephson, owner of the Greenwich Village basement 
bistro, went all out in advertising Miss Horne as his newest star 
in his Cafe Society incubator of famous names. 

Almost at once, it developed, a “no lak” you attitude be- 
came manifest between Miss Scott and Lena, for Hazel was at 
the time considered Josephson’s meal ticket. Musicians re- 
ported accounts of how the two rivals refused to speak to one 
another and in sharing the same dressing room, appeared on 
the verge of open conflict. The rest of the story is well known. 
Josephson moved Hazel to his new Cafe Society, Uptown, kept 
Lena as his star at the place in Greenwich Village. Today they 
are considered very good friends. 

A similar difficulty came about years ago between two crack 
Harlem masters of ceremonies, Willie Bryant and Ralph Cooper. 
It began when Willie, a native of New Orleans (by way of Chi- 
cago), moved to Harlem in the early 1930s to wave a stick in 
front of an orchestra at the Savoy Ballroom. 

He found Ralph Cooper, a union musician, teamed with the 


famed “sand” dancer, Eddie Rector, in a popular song and 


Singer-actress Ethel Waters is one of few people in show business 
who did not regard the late Bill (Bojangles) Robinson as the 
world’s greatest tap dancer.” But feud ended before he died. 
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Feud between singers Muriel Smith (l.) and Muriel Rahn be- 
gan after New York impresario Billy Rose sought to engage 
Miss Rahn, a concert star, as understudy for Miss Smith. 


dance combination. The emcee business was just getting 
to be a vogue in show business. Willie, who learned the 
art in Chicago from such pioneers as the late King Jones 
of the old Royal Garden, Paul Ash, the redhaired white 
maestro at Chicago’s Oriental Theater, and others, became 
the overnight rage of the night clubs. Cooper later on, quit 
the dance act and formed his own dance band. 

From then on, the rivalry between Ralph and Willie 
developed in intensity. Both were considered handsome 
and each sought to outdo the other in various phases of 
show business after the bandleading vogue dwindled in 
popularity. They alternated as emcees at Harlem’s famed 
Apollo Theater. For a while, it was Ralph, a “Native Son” 
of Harlem, who was the genial “Uncle Ralph” of the “Ama- 
teur Night in Harlem” broadcast from the Apollo stage. 
Then it was “Uncle Willie.” 

Cooper teamed up in a slapstick comedy act with Dewey 
(Pigmeat) Markham and played the “Negro theater cir- 
cuit”—the Apollo, Pearl in Philadelphia, Royal in Balti- 
more, Howard in Washington, Paradise in Detroit and 
Chicago’s Regal. Willie Bryant was right behind him with 
a comedy unit of his own that at times featured Jackie 
(Moms) Mabley, the blackfaced comedienne, and several 
other well known blackface comics. (Continued on Page 70) 
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DON’T KNOW what to do, Marty, really I 
don’t. Eddie’s head over heels about this slut. 
He told me in so many words that it’s all over.” 

Helen’s face was twisted with the torture of her 
grief. For a half-hour now I’d been listening to her 
sobbing out her tale of woe about her wandering 
boy friend. I’d said all the comforting things a 
woman tells her best friend on such serious occa- 
sions. But nothing I had said had reflected my true 
attitude. Helen wanted advice. She was about to 
lose her man. 

The advice I wanted to give her was strong medi- 
cine and | didn’t know whether she could take it. 
If she took it, I wondered if she’d know how to 
carry it out. 

Looking again at her woe-begone expression, | 
decided to let her have it straight. 

“Know what your trouble is, hon?” I asked. 
“Your trouble is that you have given up too easily. 
You’re toking this lying down. As long as you do 
that, you’re bound to be the loser. What younve got 
to do is get bad, get tough, fight for yout R “man. If 
he’s not worth fighting for, he’s not worthy 0 

“You really think so, Marty?” she asked mag. 
so much hope in her voice that my wares 
to her. “You really think so?” 

I guess, after all, that was the kind of advice 
Helen really wanted to hear. I saw a new determi- 


nation moving across her face. For the next fifteen 
minutes we talked about ways Helen could “get 
tough,” measures she could adopt to get Eddie back. 
When she left me, she was a different Helen, a girl 
who had declared war, not the outraged and help- 
less female who had come to me for sympathy. 

It was good I had prepared dinner early today. 
One thing Joe hated was to come home from work 
and have to wait for his meals. Helen’s visit had 
taken up all the time I normally devoted to getting 
dinner ready. Now I could afford the leisure of 
curling up in the living room with a book and the 
vibrant music of my favorite evening disc jockey 
show. 

The book and the music came in for very little 
real attention, however. Talking with Helen had 
taken me far back in thought—back to these ter- 
rible days when I myself was a near-jilted sweet- 
heart, the days when Joe had cast me aside—or 
tried to—for a new love. 

have given up then and nearly did. And 
pbably wouldn’t be a happily married 
* Sometimes, when I think of it, I’m 


will maabebly raise § 
about it. But it saved# 























the greatest love which has ever come 
into my life and you can believe I’d do 
it all over again. 

Sometimes I think that the crisis be- 
tween Joe and me wouldn’t have hap- 
pened if we had met and become sweet- 
hearts the way sweethearts usually do; if 
it hadn’t been for the fact that we knew 
each other practically all our lives; if 
we hadn’t grown up together under the 
same roof, sharing the same parents in 
a small West Virginia town. 

I’ve always loved Joe, only it’s been a 
love which went through a number of 
widely varied stages. When I was five, 
Ma and Pa took me on the porch of our 
comfortable little home and talked to 


me just like I was a real grownup. I'll. 
It was se 


always remember that night. 


still and summery and it seemed so pery 
fect, being allowed to stay up later than 
I soon found out there was a= 


usual. 
reason. My loving parents wanted to 
prepare me for an unusual event in my 
small-child life. 

Pa started it off. 

| was sitting on his knee as he rocked 
in his favorite chair. 

“Honey,” he said. “How'd you like 
to have someone to play with; someone 
who lived right i in this house with us?” 

“A baby?” I asked-qe 
sort of envious of sey 
mates who didn’t ha 
affections on dolls ast 
real, live baby 
about whom they could act maternal. 

Pa cleared his throat and looked at 
Ma as if he were about to take a.des- 
perate leap. 


‘No, not a baby, honey,” 


sisters 


plained. 
your own age. 
lucky like you. He doesn’t have a 
mother and daddy like you do. He’s all 
ilone in the world and Ma and I have 
been thinking about giving him a home 
with us. Only, we want to find out what 
you think.” 

| always loved Pa more than ever at 
times like this; times when he let me be 
1 grown-up and help him make up his 
mind. | always had to show I deserved 
it by acting thoughtful before I an- 
swered, even though my mind was al- 
ways made up immediately. 

“Well, | think it would be nice,” I 
answered slowly. 

Ma broke into the conversation. 

“Would you be nice to him and be 
willing to let him share your toys, Mar- 


40 


he ex- 4° 
“A little boy who’s just about ~ 
A little boy who isn’t?” 


tha?” she inquired anxiously. “Would 
you understand when Pa played with 
him like he plays with you and when | 
acted as nice to him as I do to you? 
You wouldn’t be selfish, would you? 
You’d know that Pa and I love you just 
as much, wouldn’t you?” 

“Oh, yes,” I told her. “Oh, yes.” 

I found out, when I was much older, 
that my parents had been thinking over 
this idea for some time. It seemed that, 
after I’d been born, our family doctor 
had warned Ma that she couldn’t stand 
another pregnancy. Knowing that Pa 
had always yearned for a male child, 
she had been very hurt about this. 
Then they; ed about Joe Salters, an 
adorable e, the little 


this lives ia a 


the same parents, and now 


by towti; a; amily which had taken hint 
in to care: him, but which _could.: 
hardly. afford. to feed all the. mo 


but never got anned to 
alee legal papers. I’ve had cause to 
be grateful for that oversight because, if 
Joe had been my adopted brother, it 
might have created an obstacle to our 
love for each other later on. 

Joe never created an obstacle. 
the day Pa brought him home, the 
sturdy, lovable little boy won my heart 
and he seemingly felt the same way, be- 
coming very much devoted to me. 

Having Joe around meant a big dif- 
ference in my childhood. He was my 
playmate, my crony in the all-important 
projects which small children formulate. 
He was my protector at school and at 
play when other children teased or tor- 
mented me. 

As far as he was concerned, I was his 
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*s our home. 


sister. As far as I was concerned, he 
was my brother. 

To add to our happiness, it seemed 
that Ma and Pa became even closer and 
more loving to each other because we 
were a complete family; because Ma 
was happy that Pa’s contentment was so 
full and real. 

I was ten—and Joe only a few months 
older when the first crisis came. Pa got 
seriously injured while working on his 
construction job. For weeks he lay at 
home in bed, his pain-racked torture 
tearing at all our hearts. Then one Sun- 
day morning, just when he seemed so 
much better, God took him from us. 

Pa’s death affected Ma tremendously. 
With helpless but deep pity, we noted 
that the smile had left her eyes, the 
music gone out of her voice. We didn’t 
know for years how much she had been 

rred by the tragedy. It seemed that 

, had called up from the very depths 

erself some majestic strength which 
led her to hold on to life for our 
The compensation people had 
Sgiven her a considerable sum of money 
—for us—after Pa died. In addition to 
that, she had taken a part-time job as a 
cook and housekeeper in the home of 
one of the town’s prominent white 
families. 

This meant there were no financial 
worries. In fact, we had a great deal 
more in clothes, recreation and spending 
money, than the most of our childhood 
friends. But there was a deep-rooted 
worry in Ma. She was terribly unhappy, 
unable to forget Pa, his cheery smile, 
the warmth and love he had added to 
To Ma, lying down to die 
would have been sweet except that she 
wanted Joe and me to have love and 
protection. 

We did everything we could to try to 
fill Ma’s life. Our understanding of her 
sorrow made us better than average as 
devoted and obedient children. We 
worked hard in school to make grades 
which would arouse her pride. When 
Joe went to high school he got a job as 
a bootblack downtown, working after 
school and bringing money home to 
give Ma. 

To this day I believe that Ma was just 
holding on, by sheer will until she felt 
we were prepared to make our way. Joe 
graduated from high school at seven- 
teen. I, having quit school after my 
sophomore year, was a salesgirl in 4 — 


dry-goods (Continued on Page 54) — 
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Paster Time 
Biddie Time °* 


K ACH YEAR when Easter comes with its traditional 
4 gay colored eggs. pretty baskets. flowers and fun. the 
kiddies (both little bovs and girls! feel it 1s time for them 
he Easter Parade. 





to have new clothes and dress up for t 
] 


While mothers and fathers. too. feel this urge. the day 
is essentially for the children and thes sheuld not he de- 


prived of this pleasure. 


A clever reversible apron has 
hidden pockets. One side is a 
gay fruit print. Price, $3. 


xe 


simple, crisp white organdy 
ym is trimmed with colorful 
yroidered fringe. Price, $3.50. 


The all-purpose cobblers apron 
has come into prominence in re- 
cent years. Price, $3. 


ports with a double purpose 


OTHING CAN MATCH the beauty of a pretty and practical 

apron. The tiny bits of material sewn together with lace and 
Bows. and in all sorts of gay colors. are bound to attract the 
feminine fancy much more than the aprons of yester-year, with 
their large unglamorous design. Bearing in mind what women of 
today look for and like, designer Grace Bond of Long Island has 
Greated a line of aprons that have a double purpose, with many 


useful features. 
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The practical barbecue apron has 
deep pockets and matching finger 
mitt. From $7.50 up. 
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| WHEN IT COMES to Leribe age a 

secret, the color ofa woynan ’s hair 
is one of the most im ortant give- aways. 
Nothing reveals mpte quickly the num- 
ber of birthdays elebrated than graying 
locks. How to stop haje from turning 
gray is not she problem, for it can’t be 
done! Byt gtay hair can be completely 
covered /quite easily / quickly and inex- 


pensivély. 4 
ywoman whg’can shampoo her own 


h 

haf at home cay/shampoo color into it. 
frien that/color hair are available 
the marke and are quite successful in 
covering gray hair. They are guaranteed 
ith hatmfully bleach the hair. Sham- 
i 0 Jrair color simply covers gray hair 
tones and at the same time eliminates 
the brownish cast that black hair some- 
times acquires. Most of these prepara- 
tions require no professional skill. They 
can be poured into a dish and then 






















HOW | TO TINT GRAY HAIR 


dabbed on close to the scalp. The mix- 
ture is worked into the hair with the 
fingers until a rich lather forms. This 
lather should be left on from five to thirty 
minutes, depending upon the texture of 
the hair. 

A soaping or plain shampoo follows 
and a clear rinse completes the job. The 
hair can then be combed and curled, or 
set in any fashionable style. Many women 
turn prematurely gray, but this does not 
necessarily add years to a youthful face 
and figure. However, let your mirror be 
the guide. 

Hair color may be safely used by any- 
one from 17 to 70, and the results are 
wonderful. 
used between color applications and the 
color will not wash or rub off. A color 
shampoo lasts from six to eight weeks. 
Generally each package contains enough 
for two color shampoos. 


Regular shampoos can be 















The finished product is a radiant, gleaming 
hair color with no trace of “age revealing” 
gray. Shampoo leaves hair soft, shining. 
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For cocktail time, the smart woman wears perfume which empha- Perfume can add a magic fourth dimension to your person- 
sizes her mood for gaiety. Good taste in grooming demands that ality. It can be gay, sparkling and bubbly like a glass of 
the type of scent worn must be suitable to the occasion. intoxicating champagne. 


ERFUME IS ONE of the most fascinating compliments 

to the feminine personality. It is the most highly con- 
centrated of all the fragrances and should be used as a 
final accent. Cologne is the lightest of the perfume family, 
and is used as a body-rub after bathing, and as a founda- 
tion for perfume. Toilet water is closer to perfume in 
strength and lasts longer on the body than cologne. Good 
perfumes usually have a “staying power” of four to five 
hours. It is better to use a good cologne than a cheap 
perfume. 

Perfumes and colognes should always be applied di- 
rectly to the skin, and particularly to those areas which 
have a small surplus of body warmth necessary to intensi- 
fy the character of the perfume. The base of the throat, 
the insides of the wrists and elbows, and the space beneath 
the earlobes are strategic areas, or pulse spots. When 
applying perfume, remember to start with a clean, fresh 
skin. Perfume is not a substitute for a bath. Use the 
fingertips or an atomizer for the best results, and fra- 
grances should not be applied on clothing. Change your 
perfume scent ever so often to avoid fragrance immunity. 
When you have a bottle of perfume or cologne, use it, 


rather than let it evaporate. 3 ¢ —_ 
? —— A 
~~ ; ~. ™, sf ee % 





7 ¢* 
7 } coe 


Choose a perfume to suit your day-by-day self, and add the 
different spark to express your mood. Tailored clothes call 
for woody-mossy scents or tangy, spicy fragrances. 
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h ASTER TIME may mean a new bonnet to the older set, 
‘ but such vain thoughts seldom fill the heads of young- 
sters. Instead, visions of a big white rabbit, happily skipping 
from door to door to deposit baskets of brightly colored eggs 
before Sunday’s sun is up is their Easter promise. Along with 
he happiness of the Easter bunny’s annual visit goes the fun 
‘f coloring and decorating eggs for family and friends. Chil- 
lren will get a big kick out of creating their own designs and 
leas on their eggs. Making funny faces with scrap bits of 


paper and fabric will give them no end of joy. The Easter 
bunny with his bouncing vitality will appear frequently as 
one of the most popular egg designs. Let your children ug 
crayons, bits of rhinestones and pearls, buttons, colored 
paper and simple transfer patterns to decorate their eggs, 
Keep expenses at a minimum and protect your children and 
home by covering child and furniture with aprons or cloths, 
Although most egg dye is guaranteed washable it is better to 
take precautions. 


Tricks for the 





Easter Egg Baskets 


e Easter Pour 1 package “bite size” rice biscuits in- 
ently as to a buttered bowl. Heat 1% cup butter 
dren use and Y% pound marshmallows over boiling 
colored water until marshmallows melt. Remove 
. from heat and stir in ¥ teaspoon vanilla. 
ar Com Pour marshmallow mixture over cereal and 
ren and mix until pieces are coated. Let stand 15- 
r cloths, 20 minutes. Gently press mixture inside o/ 
better to greased muffin tins to form baskets. Fill 


with miniature Easter eggs. 





1e 





Crunchy Easter Bunnies | 
Use above recipe for bunnies substituting 
shredded “bite-size” rice biscuits. Divide 
mixture into 8 equal portions. With but- 
tered hands, press each of 6 portions into 
balls for the body. For the head, divide 
remaining 2 portions into 6 equal parts and 
press into balls. Place a small ball on each 
large ball and press firmly together. For 
ears and tail, use marshmallow slices; jelly 


beans and raisins for feet and eyes. KREY , = 
U.S. GOV'T. INSPECTED 


... special cooking secret seals in 
natural flavor... removes odors! 


Already cooked in their natural 
juices...a tantalizing delight to 
enjoy in minutes... just heat and 
serve! Try Krey Chitterlings and 
Hog Maws today! 

in Cans—Ready to Eat! 





CHITTERLING) 


th matue sl eam 


Individual Name Eggs 

Assemble all materials for egg coloring and decorating. Select certified food colors 
$0 that if the color is eaten it will do no harm. Ribbons, laces, buttons and bows are 
combined with bits of paper to make cute “egg models.” Wax crayons are used to 
draw on the features before the eggs are dipped into the dye. Print each name on a 
strip of paper and paste ends together to form the base. Place a decorated egg 
in each base. KREY PACKING CO, » ST. LOUIS 7, MO. 
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You'd think that having two careers like 
housewife and Registered Nurse would 
: be enough for most women — but not 
busy Lorraine Jackson of Berkeley, Cali- 
fornia, who’s also very active in Ber- 
keley’s civic and social life. 
“My nurse’s training showed me how 
important good food is to good health,” 
1ys Mrs. Jackson, “and that’s why I 
ise Carnation for all my recipes that 
all for milk. Whatever the recipe, I 
know Carnation’s smoother-blending 
and double-richness will make it ever 
) much better...and that Carnation’s 
fine quality and added Vitamin D will 
nake it extra nourishing, too.” 
So do try Carnation, yourself...the very 
next time a recipe calls for milk! 


Mrs. Jackson says: Try these 
fluffy 





Carnation 
MASHED POTATOES 


Cook 1 medium potato for each mem- 
ber of the family (or more if you wish), 
in rapidly boiling salted water, until 
potatoes are tender. Heat 1-2 table- 
spoons undiluted Carnation Milk for 
each potato. Mash potatoes lightly, 
then gradually add hot Carnation. 

* i Beat until fluffy, 
CE SSS then serve at 

=. " once with 


Cream Gravy. 










ke” Cr 
Fnarabeed by > 
Good Housekeeping 


EVAPORATED 
““OGmuzED . iL ° wn 


“For flavor and 
nutrition, | cook 





= With 
Carnation: 


MRS. LORRAINE JACKSON 
1826 Ashby Ave. 
Berkeley, Calif. 




































“No matter how rushed I am in the 
morning,” she says, “I believe in 
cooking breakfast for my husband. 
How he enjoys his morning cup of 
coffee creamed with Carnation!” 





Mr. Jackson’s work as a metalsmith 
makes him hungry for a hearty meat- 
and-potato dinner. “Do as I do,” 
says Mrs. Jackson. “For fluffy-smooth 
mashed potatoes, use Carnation.” 





C4 





While he arranged the table and 
chairs for their expected evening 
bridge guests, clever Mrs. Jackson 
made some rich, delicious 5-Minute 
Fudge—so easy with Carnation! 


4 WORLD'S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK 
















Personalized Eggs 
Children love to color and_ personalix 
hard-cooked eggs for their special friends 
The robust “egg firemen” are easily made, 
with the faces marked on with colored 
crayon. A tiny paper circle is cut to fit th 
top part of the egg and folded back to re 
semble a fireman’s helmet. The little rei 
fire truck is inexpensive, costing not more 
than 15 cents at any novelty store. 








Easter Bunnies 
Place one marshmallow on a bed of tinted 
coconut. Insert toothpick into another 
marshmallow and stick the two together. 
Stick toothpicks into one end of long gum- 
drops and insert into top edges of uppet 
marshmallow to form ears. Make face 
curved side of- top marshmallow, using 0- 
lored candies for eyes and nose. Cut a sll 
for mouth, and insert slivers of gumdrops 
for whiskers. Roll small pieces of marsh- 
mallow into ball for the tail. 
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START AS HIGH AS 
$4,205.00 A YEAR 


Veterans Get Special Preference 





CARRIERS, 









Get Ready Now for Next Examinations 





Grade School Education Necessary 





City Mail Carriers, Post Office Clerks 


Clerks and Carriers now get $3,270.00 the first year 
of regular employment and automatically increase $100 
a year to $4,070.00. Open to Men—Women 18 to 50. 
Clerks and Carriers can be ae to other postal 
positions paying as high as $8,437.¢ 







Railway Postai Clerks 










Railwsy Postal Clerks get $3,470.00 the first year of 

regular employment, being paid on the first and fifteenth 
“ of each month. ($144.58 each pay day.) Their pay is 
automatically increased RT = $4,270.00. Advance 
er may be had to Chief Clerk at $6,565.00 a year. Men 

sonalize 18 to 50 only. 
L friends, 
ily made? 
colored 
to fit the 
ick to re 
little red 
not more 
store, 
3 Days On—3 Days Off—Full Pay 





Railway Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 3 
days and have 3 days off duty or in the same proportion. 
During this off duty their pay continues just as though 


They travel on a pass when on busi- 


they were working. 
they are retired with a 


ness. When they grow old, 
pension. 


Many Other Positions 


Many other positions are obtainable. Rural Carriers— 
Stenographers—Typists—-Patrol Inspectors—Meat Inspec- 
tors—ete, Those wishing these positions should qualify 
ai once. 


Get Free List of Positions 


Fill out the following coupon. Tear it off and mail 


it today—NOW at once. 


Although not government controlled, this can result 
in your getting a big paid government job. 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. B-61 Rochester 4, N. Y. 


Rush to me, entirely free of charge (1) a full de- 
scription of U. S. Government Jobs; (2) Free copy of 
illustrated 36-page book, ‘‘How to Get a U. 8S. Govern- 
ment Job’’ with (3) List of U. S. Government Jobs; 
(4) Tell me how to qualify for one of these jobs 


Write or Print 


Use This Coupon Before You Mislay It. 
Plainly. 












Descgu SMART 
tineed LOOKING CLOTHES 
; 4 
nothe LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 
gether. Fascinating field. Design own ward- 
robe at considerable saving. Gain 
z gum- experience designing for others. It 
ay | lead to thrilling career—even 
upper & shop of your own some day. Basic 
“learn-by-doing’” course under 
ace on guidance of qualified teachers pro- 
, vides excellent starting point for b 
ng C0- career. Send for free booklet, “Ad- 
slit bee —"entures in Dress Design.’ 
a NATIONAL “SCHOOL OF "DRESS DESIGN. _ 
ESIGN 
drops oes Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3234 Chicago 14, tl. 
wate send me FREE and Postpaid your booklet, ‘‘Ad- 
narsh- ao ures in Dress Design,” and full particulars. 
IE eth y aisasge Ronee icles taxseiwocdasceeoiee 
aS eRe reg nenneee: 
BB sscesereccscccccceccccsccs SONG State......... 








TEEN 








By Jane Walters 


OW MANY TIMES have you 
thought about packing that suitcase 
and leaving home? Well, almost every 
Don’t be 
alarmed, however, for it’s merely an out- 


teenager does, at least once. 


break of the general revolt you feel 
against rules and restrictions—and the 
authority 
parents. 

Sometimes life seems to hit rock bot- 


behind them, namely your 


tom and you wonder if its worthwhile to 
Cool off 


brothers and sisters, for there will come 


stick things out at home. 


a time when you'll realize you’re suffer- 
ing from a normal malady called grow- 
ing pains. 
and try to reason out objectively as to 


Relax for a minute or two 


why family 
lately 
“peaches and cream” last year. 


arguments are on the in- 
crease when everything was 

Parents are fine, in fact they are won- 
derful characters, but at times they don’t 
seem to realize that you are no longer a 
baby, but an individual with a mind of 
your own, capable of making decisions 
and taking action. True, frequently 
these so-called decisions aren’t too wise, 
but at least you have progressed to the 
stage of desiring to take things into your 
own hands. 

Quite often it takes parents and other 
adults a long time to recognize this, and, 
in the meantime, you are straining at the 
leash with impatience. As a result, it’s 
one long monotonous story of “Eddie, its 
snowing out, better put on your rubbers 
today,” when you know no kid in the 
whole school will come out wrapped in 
rubbers against a one inch snow! Or: 
“Nina, dear, wipe off some of that lip- 
stick for goodness sake before you leave 
this house,” . and all along you 
knew you had on too much lipstick, but 
you just hadn’t gotten around to taking 
part of it off. 


How terribly exasperating to be treat- 
ed in such a manner especially when you 
have been trying so desperately hard to 
meke and carry out your own decisions 
without help from mom and dad. This 
doesn’t rule out big brothers and sisters 
either who are just as reluctant to admit 
that you aren’t a baby any longer. 

Nor does the story end with such dif- 
ferences as whether you’re old enough to 
wear lipstick, or whether you can go 
steady on Saturday nights. It frequently 
continues on through college, on such 
questions as what kind of course you 
should take, or what career you should 
prepare for. 

To be or not to be independent, is the 
big question. Family life seems fairly 
serene up to teen age. Things have gone 
along fairly smoothly. If you needed 
anything mom or dad generally took 
care of the situation by outfitting you in 
what was necessary. All your wants were 
fulfilled and you were happy to let your 
parents take care of you. Now, suddenly 
everything is changed. Home has be- 
come a battleground of frequent argu- 
ments. The basis of all this strife is the 
growing need for independence on your 
part and the problems you face in trying 
to achieve this independence. 

Let’s take up your side first: 
baby, you were completely dependent on 
your parents for food, shelter, and love. 
When you started playing with other 
children and going to school you shook 
off some of your babyish needs, al- 
though you still required your parents’ 
attention and protection to a great ex- 
tent. Then, as you entered your teens 
you found you needed still less care. 

At the same time, a whole new world 
was opening before you. Heretofore, you 
had a limited contact with the outside 
world and you (Continued on Page 81) 
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! +K Yes, you can beautify 
your complexion the 
same way professional 
models do with Black and 
White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t 
cause blackheads), actu- 
ally checks skin oiliness, 
Make-up looks fresher, 
| skin feels softer. 


@ For face powder that 
dings like mist, 
lipstick that stays 
on and on, 

look for the name 
Black and White 













“Was I thrilled when they selected 
me as a model waitress! The camera 
close-up test was a success, thanks 
to Black and White Vanishing 
Cream under my make-up. And 
thanks, too, to the professional 




















model who told me to use it tohold = | 

make-up on longer, fresher and ~~ 

camera perfect.” = 
Bette Tay Ss 


lew York, New York 


Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Also soften skin with 
Black and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 
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|MEN WANTED 


Colored. Employment overseas. Many 
foreign op <a Many types of 
skills nee Send $1.50 for list of 
Seocsulenied — 


ALLEN 


| | Box 484 GREAT BEND, KANSAS 
































America’s 
Favorite 


Still only 


“The Softer Dressing 


ROYAL CROWN 


CONTAINS OLIVE OIL 
10c, 25c and 50c 











‘ToThe Woman Who Wants a 
Younger Looking Face 


Because Now Her Face Gives Her Age Away 
You know how many things mark the face. Like childbirth 

—— iliness, when you reduce or put on weight, and of 
course, age. You ae the amage most around the mouth, un- 


der the eves. & and wo Ever. 
woman k’ a series problem this is. ‘ 


For These Fa Focal Pr Problems — This New FACE FORMULA 
See in your own mirror how FACE FORMULA by Made- 
s that would or- 





ing! 
dinarily through even the cleverest make-up. Sagging 
chin lines seem disappear when you use F. R- 
ULA » Saree it gives you such a Feliable uplifting and 
a, f contours. And puffines and wrin- 
kles ten eyes seem to vanish when you use FACE 
FORMULA. Wear it day or night — with or without make- 
Remember—it’s invisible. FACE FORMULA takes only 


pays one eer to apply — look in your mirror see the 
exciting change in your face appearance. 
Others Notice Exciting Change 

in Your Face Appearance 
| Many women have told me that after using Madeleine 4 
| Martel’s i's FACE FORMULA, the oxch exciting _ ° 
life. Now you can get the mene happiness Size tT ACE 
FORM (three months su iy} 0 on 2 100% MONEY-BACK 
ba aang dy Fale | DAY i. Just send me your name, 


Senora bills, or money order, oF —_ Then 
FACE FORMULA for fod O days. if not delighted with the ex- 
ci return it "LL SEND YOUR FULL PUR- 
CH PRICE RIGHT Bo BACK TO YOU. wu. will send your 
C.O.D. if you tell me to. Sas Sse pay postman $3 
ao with order 


_-Plsseptiase. Rememberwhen roo send pay 


Write Me About Your Exact Skin ‘Problems 
Be sure to tell me your faceskin ee Fonmu order 
your Madeleine de Martel FAC! FORMULA. 0 wil then 
= a bow ae RMULA he’ — cular 

you send your order and | will 
pen a you myself. "Write to 


Madeleine de Martel—Cosmetic Dep’t.— §/ 
Pure Products Co. 
1000 Avenue of Americas, New York 18, N.Y. 





I Was 
‘A Kept Man 


(Continued from Page 35) 








a beautiful picture she painted and | | 


bought it... but it wasn’t as cheap as 
[ thought. Her price was high—the high. 
est price a man can pay. She owned me 
completely—body and _ soul. 

Being honest, even though it makes 
me nauseated to admit it now, I was ex. 
tremely happy for many months. 


I met © 


Cleo when I was about as low as a guy | 


can get. 

denly—and she was all I had in the world, 

And Cleo sort of took her place. in a way. 

That sounds funny, I know, but Cleo was 

several kinds of women wrapped up in 

one young, vibrant, passionate body. | 
was twenty-one years old, thought | knew 
my way around pretty well, but I was just 

a green kid compared to her twenty-six 

years. She opened my eyes all right. but 

being honest again, 
and extremely pleasurable awakening, for 
a green, inexperienced kid like I was. 

I often wonder how it would have ended 
if Kitty Wallace had not come into my 
life—if Ida, Cleo’s maid hadn’t become ill 
and gone to live with her granddaughter 
and Kitty hadn’t come to live in the little 
room just off the kitchen. Kitty was just 
the opposite to Cleo . . . plain and quiet. 
She took everything so seriously, too, 
while life was one big laugh to Cleo. 

But I thought I understood that differ- 
ence in them; Cleo had never worried 
where her next meal was coming from 
and Kitty had. It was a relief to be 
around Kitty. I could relax, which | 
never could do around Cleo. 

From the very first day she come to 
live with us, I knew she wondered about 
the set-up. Why, if I was the chauffeur, 
why didn’t I live in the little apartment 
over the garage? Why did I occupy the 
bedroom adjoining Cleo’s? I hadnt cared 
a hoot what Ida thought about the ar- 
rangement, but now I foolishly tried to 
pretend there was nothing between Cleo 
and me. If Kitty was present I’d keep my 
distance from Cleo, but I was nuts to 
think I could get away with it. Cleo got 
wise that I felt self-conscious before Kitty, 
so she really worked me over. Right be- 
fore Kitty, she’d throw her arms around 
my neck and give me one of her long. 
writhing kisses that set me on fire and 
there’d be a long glowing interval before 
| remembered there was anyone in the 
world except Cleo and myself. 

Yes, Cleo knew her power over me and 
she used it. That’s why I wanted to kill 
her that day in her living room. And it 
was the steadying thought of Kitty’s love 
and understanding that held me back, kept 
me from being a murderer. 


it was an exciting | 





My mother had just died sud. | 
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for the way I was living, but after our 
first real talk together, she seemed to have 
a different attitude toward me. I imagined 
the contempt in her eyes was replaced 
with impatience. But it may have been 
just my wishful thinking. I know I felt 
diferent about Kitty after that day. I 
dropped Cleo off at the beauty parlor that 
morning, then Kitty and I went shopping 
for the groceries. We had three hours to 
kill so we took a long drive out in the 
country, out past the little house where 
I was born, where Dad and Mom had died. 
I pulled over and stopped by the gate, 
sat there a few minutes. The place was 
still vacant. lonely and dismal looking. 
I swallowed back the sickening lump in 
my throat and stepped on the gas. 

After a while Kitty put her hand on 
my arm. “Why don’t you tell me about 
it, Ernie?” I relaxed back against the 
seat and here’s the gist of what I told 
her... 

The doctors had been sure I’d never 
live to be six years old on account of my 
heart. Mom must have had a heck of a 
time. I don’t suppose there’s nothing any 
more trouble than a sickly kid. 

Without Mom’s strong determination, I 
probably wouldn’t have made it. I could 
never. go out and play like the other kids, 
so she must have had her hands plenty full 
with me under feet all the time. When I 
was about ten years old, Mom bought a 
fairly good second-hand piano with money 
she’d earned herself. I took to it right away, 
at last I had something to keep me busy. 
After Mom taught me all she knew about 
the keyboard she went to work again to 
pay for a teacher to give me lessons. So, 
that was my life until I was way up in 
my teens ... hanging around the house 
practicing on the piano, reading and rest- 
ing. The same old routine until I’d get 
so fed-up I’d want to tear the place to 
pieces. But even after the doctors said I 
could lead a normal life like other kids, 
Mom would kick up a fuss if I mentioned 
going into town and finding an easy job 
of some kind. She didn’t tell the 
doctor’s verdict. I overheard Dad argu- 
ing with her, accusing her of pampering 
me until I’d never be able to stand on my 
own feet. “His heart’s all right now. Why 
can’t you believe the doctors?” he’d 
yelled at her and she had started to cry. 
I almost hated him for hurting her and 
about me, too. I vowed right then I’d 
never hurt her by doing anything she 
didn’t want me to. It was hard, though, 
after Dad died and she wouldn't listen 
when I tried to convince her that it was up 
to me now to go to work. She was so darn 
determined for me to be a famous pianist 
it was pitiful, so I tore into my music, 
studying harder than ever. And then, two 
weeks before my first concert that really 
counted, my big chance, she died in her 
sleep, 


me 


After I found her in bed that morning, 
I couldn’t stand the sight of a piano for 


I wouldn’t say that Kitty excused me 


Enter your favorite recipe in the 


TAN RECIPE CONTEST 


Do you have a favorite recipe that you know is unusual? Enter it 


in the new Tan Recipe Contest. Tan will pay $5 each for the two 


best recipes received every month. All recipes will be judged and 


tested in our own kitchen, and awards will be made on the basis of 


originality, taste, and accuracy. 


Send in your favorite recipe on a 


plain sheet of paper, with name and complete address to: 


TAN MAGAZINE RECIPE CONTEST 


1820 South Michigan Avenue 


Chicago 16, Illinois 


weeks. I walked the streets looking for 
work, but there was no opening for any- 
one without experience, and I couldn’t 
wait, I had to eat. All I knew how to do 
was play the piano, so I went to my 
teacher and he got me a Little work, play- 
ing for church socials, private parties .. . 


that’s how I met Cleo, at a_ private 
party... 
That’s where I stopped talking and 


Kitty just sat there beside me without 
saying a word, while my mind whirled 
through the remainder of that fantastic 
evening. 


Ci MARSHALL was the most glam- 
orous woman at the party and the 
stars were in my eyes all evening because 
she liked me and didn’t seem to care who 
knew it. I guess it was really my broad 
shoulders she liked best about me, or at 
least she kept raving about them. It was 
all new to me, how fire-crackers seemed 
to be popping off in my head when she’d 
lean over the piano, and hum the melo- 
dies I was playing. Her shimmering gown 
was cut so low that it showed the upper 
curves. There was a strange, different 
quality to my music as my fingers moved 
effortless over the keys, pouring out the 
romantic tunes the guests requested. I 
was in a dreamy daze. 

Then when Cleo went away and came 
back with a sparkling, keen-tasting drink, 


I wanted the party to last forever. But it 
didn’t and with its ending my spirits 


soared higher and higher until I was up 
among the clouds. Cleo drove me out to 
my little lonesome house. The top of her 
convertible was down and it was like I’d 
been caught up in a witch-charmed spell 
as the warm breezes ruffled the moon- 
beams into an impish dance around us. 
It was tough to breathe, somehow, seemed 
like my wind was being cut off. 

After she stopped the car, she scooted 
from under the wheel over close against 





me. I took her sweet-scented body in my 
arms and my mouth was on her parted 
lips in a twisting, hungry, shattering kiss. 
My body rocked with the agony of it. I 
couldn’t get enough of her. After-a-while. 
she squirmed out of my arms, laughing 
gaspingly. “Oh, Ernie, Ernie, Dar-ling,” 
she murmured. Then I was covering her 
face with kisses... 


ILVER STREAKS of dawn were dim- 

ly lighting the sky when we parted. I 
hurried into the house and began fever- 
ishly packing my things. I had only a 
couple of hours because she had insisted 
on us having breakfast together in her big 
house on the hill. There was only one 
thing I hated to leave, my old piano Mom 
had bought with her hard earned money. 
When I mentioned it to Cleo, she said sell 
it or give it away. A beautiful Baby- 
grand was waiting for me in her house. 

But I couldn’t let my old Upright go to 
anyone else, so I put it in storage. Deep 
down inside I had the feeling that giving 
it up would be like giving up an inherit- 
ance—without it I’d be like a tree with- 
out roots. ... 

Kitty put her hand lightly over mine 
as it rested on the steering wheel, snap- 
ping me back to the present. But she still 
didn’t say one darn word about anything 
I’d told her. She was a funny kid. 

“We'd better be getting back to town,” 
she said, pointing to the clock on the 
dashboard. 

It was late and I got back to town in 
nothing flat. I drove out to the house and 
unloaded Kitty and the groceries before 
I picked up Cleo. She was just coming 
out the door when I pulled up. As usual. 
she looked gorgeous. 

“Mmm,” I sounded as I held the car 
door for her. “You smell delicious and 
loo even better. You must have a big 
date tonight.” They’d sprinkled some kind 
of sparkly stuff on her hair and she looked 
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like a million. I started the car off slowly. 

“T have got a date,” she sang happily, 

a big date, with my lover-boy.” She 
snuggled tight against me until the 
warmth of her body sent thrills along my 

pine. 

“Are we going out?” I asked. 

“T hadn’t planned to.” She looked at 
me, a question in her eyes. “I’ve got 

erything I want at home, Darling. How 
about you?” 

I leaned over and brushed her cheek 
with my lips and she sighed happily, 
looping her arm over mine and my blood 
began to boil thinking of another deliri- 

isly wonderful night of starry love-mak- 
ing. 

That’s the way it was—when I was 
near her I couldn’t think of anything else 

[ was consumed with the need of her. 
But when I was away from her for a few 
hours I’d cuss myself for the rut I was 
getting into, how I was neglecting my 
nusic. I think Cleo actually wanted me 
to work at it, but I'd only be at the piano 
1 short while until she’d come up behind 
me, put her arms around my neck and 
start kissing me. “Your music does things 
to me, Darling,” she’d say and that would 
be the end of my playing for that day. 

It was Kitty who finally awakened in me 
the old urge to practice more, go back to 
my teacher and make something out of my 
music. And it wasn’t what she said, it 
was more the disapproving way she looked 
She had the most expressive, 
liquid-brown eyes, with long curling 
They were so full of wisdom, they 
lidn’t seem to go with her round, dimpled 
face and her cute pug nose. It was funny, 
the way I felt about Kitty. I must have 
known what she thought about me, and I 
didn’t want to hear her say what I really 

but her silence nearly drove me nuts 
ifter she was there a few weeks. I couldn’t 
ire it. I found myself hanging around 
she was, that is, when Cleo was 
in another part of the house or 

Kitty affected me like a magnet. 


at me. 


lashes. 


f 


leep 


Cleo always slept until noon and I began 


t 


help Kitty with the work. I couldn’t 
practice the piano while Cleo was sleep- 
inyway, I told myself, 
didn’t seem to make much difference 
Kitty what I did. She could either 
me or leave me, it seemed. And she 
lidn’t seem to be impressed with Cleo, 
ything Cleo had, either. Cleo’s fine 
jewelry didn’t 
And as far as I 


thes and expensive 
a thing to Kitty. 
she didn’t have a piece of jewelry 
i fancy dress. She was a funny kid. 
en after the odd, little mishap which 
her into my arms and changed the 
picture, I still thought of her as a 
5 one the differ- 
between real love and passion. 


after I knew 


Kitty was up on the kitchen step-stool 
morning putting some canned goods 


and | started through, headed for 
My big foot caught a leg 
stool, knocking it to heck-and-back. 


ick door. 


I shudder yet to think of how Kitty’s head 
would have cracked against the edge of 
the sink, if I hadn’t caught her. I lost my 
balance and we both crashed to the floor, 
but I had a death-grip on Kitty and she 
landed on top of me, saving her from 
even a scratch. I lay there a minute or 
two, so weak with relief I couldn’t move. 
Relieved I hadn’t killed her with my 
clumsy feet. Then, for no reason at all, 
I began to laugh. I felt Kitty laughing, 
too. Suddenly, I realized, I'd never heard 
her really laugh before. I raised my head, 
trying to see her face. 

“Let me loose, you goon,” she giggled, 
“you're choking me.” It hit me like a 
streak of lightning. My heart began to 
pound so, it sounded like a sledge-ham- 
mer in my ears. I didn’t let her loose, I 
sat up, and my lips found hers in a gentle 
kiss. I felt her lips tremble beneath 
mine before she pulled away. 

We sat there staring at each other then 
I pulled her back in my arms, pressed 
her head against my shoulder, stroked her 
hair, her face, sort of rocking her back 
and forth. She was kind of whimpering. 
I felt like a heel. I knew she loved me 
and I knew she was sorry. And I was 
sorry, too, in a way. I knew I wasn’t 
worth the fingernail on her little finger. 

That’s the way Cleo found us. I know 
now I heard the rustle of her taffeta 
housecoat seconds before I glanced up 
. .. I have to hand it to her, she didn’t 
put on much of an act, outwardly, that is. 
Her mouth wasn’t pretty now, her lips 
were slipped to one side, I could see her 
chest rising and falling from deep, fast 
breathing. her arms were hanging loose 
by her sides, but her fingers were what 
got me. They were moving... well, 
like they were around a throat. I saw 
all this in a flash as I sat there kind of 
frozen. Kitty must have sensed my re- 
action, for she scrambled out of my arms 
and up on her feet before she turned to the 
door where Cleo was standing. I felt like 
a kid caught in the jam jar as I awk- 
wardly got to my feet. But I threw back 
my shoulders, thinking, to hell with you, 
Cleo Marshall, if you don’t like it, you 
can lump it. But I was a fool to think 
it would be that simple—I should have 
known her better. But I would never 
have guessed that she would stoop to one 
of the oldest, meanest tricks to hurt Kitty 
—and me. I actually couldn’t tell you 
which she hurt worse, Kitty or me. The 
agony I went through was more horrible 
because Kitty didn’t deserve to be hurt 
and I did. And I was the cause of what 
happened to Kitty. 

You can bet Cleo was 
clever. She fooled me completely. the way 
she passed it off. 
a bomb had landed on the house,” she 


clever. damn 


“For a second, I thought 


said, giving us one of her easy smiles. 
She glanced over at the ladder, it was ly- 
ing on the opposite side of the kitchen, 
one leg, the one I struck with my foot, I 
guess, was sticking straight out. The darn 


thing must have been put together with 
tacks. “Did that stool break with you on it, 
Kitty?,” Cleo asked and without waiting 
for an answer, added, “Ernie, throw it out 
and pick up another when you go into 
town.” 

That was it. She turned and went back 
to her room. Kitty got busy with her 
work and I picked the ladder up and 
carried it out. 


HE NEXT FEW DAYS were the worst 

I ever went through. And if I’d been 
man enough, had the guts to make a de. 
cision, I needn’t have suffered through 
them. I knew that I should iake Kitty 
and get the hell out of there, but I guess 
the feeling of obligation had been so em. 
bedded in me that the crazy idea that | 
owed Cleo so much, wouldn’t let me do it. 
And of course the truth was, that Cleo and 
I were even—neither one owed the other 
a thing. But I couldn’t see that then. 

I seemed to be two different people from 
the moment I held Kitty in my arms. | 
hated to let her out of my sight. | 
wanted to protect her, do things for her. 
I just wanted to hold her in my arms. | 
wanted her to belong to me forever and 
I wanted to belong to her. When I’d think 
of what Cleo and I were to each other, | 
felt sick. Kitty was sweet to me, didn’t 
exactly avoid me, but she sure never went 
out of her way to be alone with me. And 
there was a sort of defeated look in her 
eyes that nearly drove me crazy. That was 
one half of me and the other . . 

As for Cleo, she seemed to feel that 
nothing had changed. Things were just 
as they had been between us. And I 
wanted her to keep feeling that way. At 
first I was afraid she might fire Kitty, but 
she didn’t. Treated her just the same. 
But I was determined about one thing. 
Kitty wasn’t going to see Cleo making love 
to me again. It took some doing, but I 
managed that. During the day, I stayed 
outside as much as possible. It was Spring 
now and I began to fool around in the 
yard. But at night, God forgive me, when 
I closed the door of my room solidly be- 
hind me, knowing that through the ad- 
joining door, Cleo was waiting for me, 
the burning desire for her was like a mad- 
ness. I was like a person possessed by 
the devil until I could get to her... 
That was the other half of me. 

It was about two weeks after Kitty had 
fallen from the ladder into my heart. when 
I found out I had been all wrong about 
Cleo’s not knowing that Kitty and I were 
in love. 

As I came in from the yard that after- 
noon I heard Kitty sobbing. I rushed 
into the dining room. Kitty was slumped 
in a chair by the table, her hands cover- 
ing her face. Cleo was standing over het. 

“What’s going on?,” I blurted angrily. 
Kitty dropped her hands and the mixture 
of fright and anger in her eyes made my 
blood boil. I took a step toward Cleo. 
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“What have you done?” I fairly shouted 


at her. 

“Calm yourself, Darling,” Cleo said low 
and hatefully, “It’s not what I’ve done. 
Maybe Kitty will tell you what’s she’s done 
with my diamond bracelet. I’m giving her 
about three more minutes before I call the 
police.” 

“No, you won’t call the police! Because 
Your bracelet is right in 
there in your room. And you know it.” 

She laughed loud and gratingly. She 
looked ugly and repulsive. I wondered 
disgustedly how I could have thought she 
was so beautiful. “I was only teasing, 
Darling. I’m not going to call the police 

. because I called them ten minutes 
” She laughed again and I started 


youre lying. 


ago. 
toward her. 

“Ernie!” Kitty sobbed out my name and 
[ suddenly got my senses back and dashed 
to Kitty’s room. The bracelet would be 
in here if Cleo had acted true to form. I 
never worked so fast nor did a more 
thorough job in my life. I looked through 
the bed clothes, under the mattress, 
dresser drawers, through the pockets of 
her coats and hanging in the 
closet, even in her shoes. I didn’t miss 
a conceivable hiding place and it wasn’t 
there. I was puzzled. I prayed that Cleo 
was lying, that she hadn’t called the cops. 
She could have got rid of Kitty easier than 
this. Why was she doing it this way? 

The door bell rang as I went into the 
Cleo went to the door. 
It was the police all right. I went rigid 
with anger. Why, the dirty . . . God, how 
I hated her, but I hated myself worse. 
Right at that minute, I began to grow up. 
Saw myself for what I was. In age, I was 
a man, but I’d been a clinging, adolescent 
kid, without a speck of backbone or will- 
power. I was throwing away the precious 
gift God had given every male—the abili- 
ty to be a man, a respected man. The hus- 
band of a decent woman, the father of her 
children—a sweet, decent woman like 
Kitty. My heart shriveled into a tight, 
hurting knot as the police began to ques- 
tion Kitty. I walked over and put my 
arms tight around her. The police let me 
hold her like that all the time they were 
questioning her. They were pretty decent 
guys. I couldn’t hate them for doing their 
duty, but it was all I could do to keep 
from lashing out at them for what they 
put Kitty through. 

I had no idea how clever Cleo could be. 
She didn’t say much, but what she did 
say in her low, vibrant voice clinched it 
for Kitty. The big question was, where 
was the bracelet? Cleo hadn’t worn it 
for weeks, supposed it was in her jewel 
box, so it could be anywhere by now. 

“How do you know I didn’t take it?” I 
asked her, “Why are you so sure Kitty 
took the thing?” 

She had a quick answer. “Ernie, don’t 
be silly. What would you want with it? You 
don’t wear jewelry and you certainly don’t 
need the money.’ 
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dining room again. 
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Well, anyway, they took Kitty away ... 
just to question her a little more... 
No, there was no 
need for me to go... it was just routine 

. . Oh, sure I could see her the next 
morning... 

[ hate to remember those next few 
minutes, how they took Kitty from my 
arms and led her away. Cleo went to the 
door, watched them put her into the car. 
| walked stiff-legged into the living room. 
Cleo turned from the door and came over 
and stood facing me. I started to put my 
hands up around her throat, to squeeze 
the breath out of her until she told the 
truth, told me where the bracelet was . . . 
then it was just like I heard a voice tell- 
ing me that wasn’t the way to do it. There 
was a much better way—a more sure way. 
It would be a harder way, a detestable 
way—hating her the way I did, with every 
fiber of my being. . . 

I relaxed with a rasping sigh, reached 
for her and drew her close against my 
body, saw the triumphant gleam in her 
eyes as her arms slid around my neck 
and knew it was going to be a simple job 
to find out what I had to know, but not an 
easy job, for this time I was cold and 
unresponsive. Even as my mouth crushed 
hard on her warm, parted lips, I was 
thinking of the hurt and frightened look 
in Kitty’s eyes. 

I picked her up and carried her to a 
large chair, made her comfortable and 
ozy in my lap. “This is nice, like it used 


nothing to worry about. 


to be,” I murmured, nuzzling my lips 
along her neck. “Just you and I. You're 
clever, Darling. If I had found your 


bracelet, they wouldn’t have taken her 
away.” She laughed low in her throat, 
pulled my head around, found my lips. 
What seemed like hours later, she came 
p for air and I began again. “Tell me, 
Darling how'd you happen to think of 
using the bracelet idea. If those police- 
en had thought of looking in your room, 
e’d have been out of luck—you and I.” 
\ secretive, proud gleam came in her eyes 
ind I knew I had her. 
She pulled my head down again and 
irmured against my lips, a little trick 
he liked to pull that set me on fire, but 
ow I smiled to myself, holding my breath 
patiently. “There was no danger of 
em finding it, Darling.” she stopped to 
huckle braggingly, “It’s at the jewelers. 
he clasp is being repaired. I should 
ive called for it last week. Remembered 
s morning. That’s how I got the idea to 
t even with the little sneak. I knew she 
in love with you—trying to take you 
y from me. Nobody’s ever going to do 
it. Darling. You’re mine. Mine.” 
My hands were still now and I drew 
wly away from her lying mouth. I stood 
on her feet, gently. I had perfect 
trol of myself. I didn’t want a scene 
h her, I wanted to get to the police 
tion as fast as I could. 
Stifling the urge to knock her flat, I 
ished her cheek with my lips, saying as 


4 








I did, “Listen, Darling, I left the water 
I'll be right back.” 
under the porte 


running on the lawn. 
The convertible was 
cochere at the side entrance. 
it and roaring down the drive in less 
time than it takes to tell it. 

The police were rather skeptical at first, 
but they hustled a cop out right away to 
check at the jewelers. It was just about 
time for them to close and I prayed he’d 
make it. They hadn’t booked Kitty yet. 
They let me go into the big room where 
she was and I pulled over a chair and sat 
down close beside her. 

It was great, watching her face when 
I told her the policeman had gone to get 
the bracelet. “I don’t understand how 
you got it out of her so quick, Ernie.” She 
looked at me adoringly. “You’re wonder- 
ful.” Sure, I was wonderful ... a won- 
derful heel. 

“Listen, Honey,” I said, “As soon as 
they let you go we'll go get our things out 
of that house... and. . and I know a 
Justice of Peace who would marry us 
if you wanted to.” 


I was in 


right away... 

She smiled... at my 
guess. “I want to, Ernie. 
think I’m funny, loving you in spite of 
what I knew was going on. . . up there. 
I was miserable, hating myself one min- 
ute and you the next... and Cleo all 
the time. But deep down, I pitied you 

. and loved you in spite of everything.” 

Gosh, I felt good. And ashamed, too. 
I didn’t deserve Kitty and I knew it. But 
I had a whole lifetime to make up for the 
misery I’d caused her, to make her happy. 
to show her that I could be a man, could 
shoulder a man’s responsibilities and I’d 
do all that and more, too. The man came 
back with the bracelet, identified by the 
jeweler as belonging to Cleo. They told 
me to take Kitty home, but they sent a car 
to pick up Cleo, so she could identify her 
property and answer to false charges. I 
don’t know what they said to her, how she 
came out of it and neither of us cared. We 
got what we wanted out of the mess .. . 
and that was each other. 

It’s been over a year since that hectic 
day and like I told Kitty this morning, I 
never knew one guy could be so darn 
happy. Of course Kitty’s the big reason, 
but there’s a couple others, too ... at 
last I’m standing on my own two feet, as 
Dad put it. And in a 
really giving that big concert. 
teacher said my music had improved a 
hundred percent this last year. My old 
upright has really had a working over, but 
it can take a lot more... I hope. be- 
cause Kitty says I’m to teach all of our 
kids everything I know on those same old 
Some job. I’ve got ahead of 


stuttering, I 
I guess you 


few days I’m 
And my 


yellow keys. 
me... one of the little rascals will be 


here in about four months. THE END 


I 
Kidnapped 
My 
Husband 














(Continued from Page 40) 


shop. The day after Joe’s graduation, Ma 
collapsed late at night while she was wash. 
ing out some clothes. The dull thud of | 
her body slumping to the floor awoke Joe, 
His hysterical cries awakened me. 

I ran to the kitchen to see him leaning 
over Ma’s still body. Joe ran next door to 
get help. Neither of us realized that Ma’: 
body, which we had lifted on to her bed, 
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was lifeless; that Ma was dead. 


HOSE WERE haunted days, the days 
when neighbors were parading through 
the house, when the minister came in to 
advise and help us, when the undertaker 
came around to talk over details. ; 

We cried almost as hard when we looked 
in Ma’s bank book and saw how carefully | 
she had saved a substantial amount of 
money as we had cried when we first knevw | 
she had left us. | 

“She’s got to have the best funeral ever 
held in this town,” Joe vowed with defiance. 

Through my tears. I nodded dumbly. | 

Ma had always liked pretty wedding: | 
and elaborate funerals. She had an elab- 
orate funeral. : 

It was all over soon—the strain of mak- 
ing arrangements, the sticky sympathy of | 
neighbors and friends, the heart-wrecking 
solemnity of the services, the horrible des- 
peration of watching the beloved body be. | 
ing lowered into the earth. 

It was all over and we were alone ina | 
house which seemed too strange for de- 
scription. We tried to fill up its silence. its 
emptiness by being kind and considerate to 
each other, pretending to act as though 
nothing had happened, seeking to console 
each other with words and deeds. | 

But pretense didn’t last very long. Not 
for me, anyhow. 

One evening, less than a week after the | 
funeral, Joe and I were sitting at the 
kitchen table talking. We were talking 
about anything and _ everything which | 
skirted around the sorrow within us. Sud- 
denly. great sadness moved up inside of 
me. Before I knew it, I had dissolved into 
great, racking tears. 

“Oh, Joe.” I moaned. “What are we g0- 
ing to do? What are we going to do with 
out Ma?” 

\lmost instantly Joe was on his feet. He 
came to me, pulled me up from the chail 
gently, held me in his strong, kind arms. 

“Tt’s going to be all right, Marty.” he 
said. “Everything’s going to be fine. I'll 
always take care of you.” 

Impulsively my arms went around his 
neck. I strained my body toward his. We 
were close, so close and the closeness was 
a comfort. Gratefully I kissed him. S¢ 
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many times I had kissed Joe. So many 
times he had kissed me. But this time, a 
frightening thing happened. Some magi- 
cally electric sensation passed between us 
with this kiss. Some live, vibrant emotion 
seemed to enclose us. A jagged thrill, 
brilliant and dangerous as lightning struck 
and a great, moving undercurrent surged. 
The kiss wasn’t the kiss of sister to brother. 
The kiss was burning, hot, inexplicably 
sweet. 

Startled, I moved back from Joe a tiny 
step, looked full into his eyes. 

“Joe,” I cried. “What’s happening to 
us?” 

I was holding his arms, holding him at 
arm’s length. 

“You want to know what’s happening, 
Marty,” he said huskily. “It isn’t just 
happening now, Marty. It’s been happen- 
ing. This!” 

He swept me almost fiercely back into 
the circle of his arms. They were an iron 
band about my body but they needn’t have 
been, for I went to him willingly, eagerly. 
Joe was talking rapidly, almost as if he 
had a few minutes left before death. 

“We’re not kids any more, Marty,” he 
said. “We know all about Santa Claus 
and the stork. We’re in love, Marty, head 
over heels in love with each other. I’ve 
known how I felt for years. But I didn’t 
dare do or say anything to betray it. I felt 
as though I would seem to be the worst 
kind of traitor. Maybe Ma would misun- 
derstand. Here, she and Pa took pity on 
me when I was a little thing with no one 
in the world, brought me into their home, 
given me everything they could give and 
how do I repay them? By making passes 
at their daughter. 

“Only they wouldn’t have been passes, 
Marty,” he continued, his words become 
more rapid, more staccato. “They would 
have been gestures of love to the sweetest 
person in the world; the girl who has 
owned my heart since the day I came 
trudging down that hot road with Pa. 
Now, we’re alone in the world together 
and that kiss—Marty—that kiss gives me 
hope that you love me as I love you.” 

It wasn’t my brain which prepared the 
answer for my lips. My answer was 
pumped out of the utter sincerity in my 
heart. 

“I do, Joe. Oh, I do,” I told him. 

We had reached the edge of the big drop 
now, like you come to the craggy margin 
of a great mountain. Our eyes had seen 
the glory of love for each other in each 
other’s eyes. There was no turning back. 
There was just Joe, holding me almost 
brutally hard. There were his lips plead- 
ing on mine and mine begging on his. 
There was the tumult in each of our hearts 
which each of us must have believed loud 
enough for the other to hear. There was a 
sigh coming out of Joe to meet a low, sur- 
rendering moan coming from me. There 
would have been more than just the kiss 
for the magic pleasure of Joe’s big hands 
were finding shivering 


responses all over 








me when a rude interruption shocked us 
back to our senses. 

The kitchen door had opened noiselessly 
behind us. A voice filled with horror and 
condemnation was coming from that direc- 
tion. 

“Of all the lowdown, dirty, underhanded 
carryings-on,” the voice said. 

We turned swiftly, almost in rhythm. 

It was the church minister, Reverend 
Carthage. He looked as though he would 
burst with contempt. 

“Couldn’t you wait until poor Sister 
Hines’ body got cold in her grave?” he 
thundered. “Or has this devilment been 
going on all along behind her back while 
she thought she was bringing up two fine 
decent children?” 

We were struck speechless. Words of 
explanation crowded to my lips. But I 
sensed, just as Joe sensed, that no one 
would understand, that no one would be- 
lieve that Joe and I had found love for 
each other almost by sheer accident. 

“Haven’t a word to say, have you?” the 
minister sneered. “I don’t blame you. If 
you had a shred of decency left, you’d go 
down on your knees this minute and beg 
the Lord for forgiveness. Well, I’ve got 
plenty to say in this town and I’m going 
to see that the two of you are separated. At 
least, if you’re going to do the work of the 
devil, you'll not do it living together under 
the roof Sister Hines worked and slaved 
to provide.” 

The threat made me shudder. Could they 
really separate us? What did the minister 
intend to do? Would he spread our names 
all over town in an ugly, scandalous man- 
ner? 

The threat had a different effect on Joe. 
I saw the steel hardness snap into his 
jaw. I saw his shoulders square as he 
faced the minister. I heard his words, qui- 
etly spoken, wholly sincere. 

“Pastor, you’ve made a very serious mis- 


take,” Joe said. “You’ve arrived at a 
wrong conclusion without giving us a 


chance to defend ourselves. Sure, Marty 
and I were embracing each other. We'll be 
doing that for years because we’ve just 
confessed our love for each other and 
we've just agreed that we’re going to be 
married just as soon as we can get our 
affairs straight.” 

The minister’s amazement was almost 
comical. He looked from Joe to me search- 
ingly. Then he cleared his throat and 
lowered his eyes. 

“Well, children, maybe I was a bit 
hasty,” he admitted. “Just goes to show 
the truth of the old saying: judge not lest 
ye be judged. 

“However,” he continued, his voice as- 
suming some of its previous sternness. 
“Just what do you intend to do until you 
get married? Being engaged, you just 
can’t go on living alone in a house to- 
gether. That would be most improper and 
people will talk. I loved Sister Hines and 
I don’t want to see any shame brought to 
her memory.” 

This was a real problem the minister 
had posed. We hadn’t thought about it, 





naturally. After all, we hadn’t even had 
much time to think about any of the new 
developments which had so changed our 
lives almost momentarily. In fact, the way 
Joe had proposed to me—by announcing to 
the minister that we were going to get mar- 
ried—constituted probably the strangest 
bid for matrimony any girl had ever had. 

A moment ago, the minister had been our 
enemy, bent on destroying us. Now he was 
our ally. We sat and talked with him seri- 
ously. He had a suggestion to make. One - 
of the elderly sisters in the church was liv- 
ing in a furnished room on Bleeker Street. 
She received an old-age pension. The pas- 
tor visited her often and found her more 
and more unhappy, living in loneliness and 
having no interests or activity. 

Reverend Carthage volunteered to speak 
to Sister Kane. No doubt she would wel- 
come the opportunity to move in with us 
temporarily. She could occupy Ma’s pleas- 
ant room. She’d be glad to do light house- 
keeping and her presence would protect us 
from the backyard, clothesline scandal of 
wagging tongues. Also, the minister ad- 
vised us, it was best for us to come right 
out publicly with news of our engagement. 

“You’ve got to prepare folks for when 
you get married,” he said. “You know, 
lots of them don’t know that Pa and Ma 
Hines never actually adopted Joe. Lots of 
them look on him as your honest-to-good- 
ness brother. I’ll set the record straight 
for you this Sunday at service.” 

Happily we thanked Reverend Carthage 
as he left, feeling good about his ability 
to play the part of Cupid. 

The minister was scarcely out of the 
door before I had flown back into Joe’s 
arms. 

“You were wonderful, darling,” I raved. 
“How did you happen to think up that 
marriage story so fast.” 

He looked at me gravely. 

“It wasn’t a story, darling,” he told 
me. “After all, I told you I loved you. You 
admitted you loved me. In our hearts we 
must have known what that meant. It was 
just a question of putting it into words.” 

This time I kissed Joe; kissed him with 
a passionate intensity. The kitchen door 
was locked now and I gave him my lips 
with an abandon I hadn’t dreamed was in 
me. 

Gently, he unlocked my arms from about 
his neck. 

“Easy, sugar,” he said. “Let’s promise 
each other something, Marty. Let’s control 
our desires until we have a right to give 
way to them. I’m no angel, sweetheart and 
I guess you can tell that I want you des- 
perately. But keeping it clean and decent 
is the least we can do for Ma.” 

I was ashamed of my impulsiveness, al- 
most resentfully proud of Joe because he 
was strong enough to be so right. 

“All right, sweetheart,” I agreed. “But 
there’s nothing wrong with a lover’s kiss, 
is there?” 

Joe took me to him again. 

“No, baby,” he murmured. 
nothing wrong with that.” 


“There’s 
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> EVEREND CARTHAGE was as good 
as his word. He arranged an appoint- 
ment with us to see Sister Kane. She was 
a sweet old lady and it did our hearts good 
to realize that by making arrangements for 
her to move into our home, we were help- 
ig her as well as ourselves. Her being 
there made things better all around. I 
ould apply myself to my job without 
having to face the dozens of little tasks 
i1round the house which would have con- 
fronted me. Joe had decided to leave 
school altogether. He got a full-time chauf- 
feur’s job. We could buy things for the 
home, fix it up the way we wanted. We 
could save some money. 

The town greeted news of our engage- 
ment with varying reactions. There were 
raised eyebrows, murmurs of disapproval 
because it came so swiftly after Ma’s death, 
hints even from the more vicious tongue- 
waggers that we were getting married be- 
cause “we had to.” 

But, in the main, we had the blessing 
of the people. Reverend Carthage had 
handled the announcement so beautifully 
from his pulpit that no one dared show 
open disapproval. 

rhe one person who came closest to re- 
vealing bitter opposition was the one per- 
on from whom I should have expected 

Susan Weathersby was the main reason 
had never dreamed of Joe’s love for me. 
isan had been more or less accepted as 
oe’s girl ever since the beginning of his 
igh school days. A walking encyclopedia, 
from the time she was old enough to 
toddle, Susan was one of those precocious 
individuals who seem to have been en- 
dowed with great wisdom almost from the 
cradle. Add to that that her father was the 
most prosperous business-man in the Negro 
community and you got a girl who had 
every advantage in life. 

Susan had whizzed through high school 
and college at an almost illegally early 
ige. In college she had begun work to 
specialize in psychology. Everyone in town 

illed her “the smartest girl around” and 
predicted that she would become one of 
the best-known women in the state. 

Joe had always admired Susan. To Joe, 
i fine mind, a keen intellect were qualities 

be virtually worshipped. He was always 
ager to learn and he liked being around 

people who could show him something 
ew. I'd become irritatingly accustomed 
hearing his “Susan says so-and-so” or 
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Susan thinks so-on and so-forth.” 
What Susan thought about our plans to 
get married was obviously something no 
ne would repeat in a polite drawing room. 
made no attempt to hide her dislike 
the idea. I don’t believe she had any 
tentions of ever marrying Joe herself— 
before she found out I wanted to. She 
id always considered herself a bit supe- 
r to all the young men in town. But the 
ipevine, that highly sensitive, extremely 
reliable source of communications, brought 
back to me that Susan had declared 


She was going to rescue Joe from a 


mediocre existence by taking him away 
from me. 

I didn’t take this seriously. I should 
have. Several times I started to mention 
it to Joe. But he was so attentive to me 
and never mentioned Susan’s name. The 
biggest thing in our life right now was 
working hard together and planning to 
get married. We felt we would be ready 
in a year. Petty things like Susan’s jeal- 
ousy would only muddy up the waters, I 
believed. 

What I didn’t know was that Susan had 
an ace up her sleeve. What I didn’t know 
was that the relationship between Joe and 
Susan hadn’t always been an intellectual 
one. Not that I thought Joe was spotless; 
that he’d never had physical contact with 
a girl. After all, he was perfectly normal, 
completely virile and warm in nature. It’s 
just that I couldn’t have pictured Susan 
and—or Susan and any man—sharing se- 
cret romance. I was soon to find out how 
far I had undershot the mark. 

I began finding out one Sunday morning, 
several months after Ma’s death, when Joe 
and I were leaving services together. We 
were accosted by Susan, resplendent in 
one of those expensive New York outfits 
for which her indulgent father constantly 
footed the bill. I’d always been jealous of 
Sue’s clothes, but never of the way she 
looked in them. I was a bit amused as she 
strutted up to us. 

My amusement decreased a bit when, 
ignoring me completely, Susan fawned 
over Joe with sickening sweetness. 

“Joe, dear, you look perfectly wonderful 
this morning,” she drooled. “Or, maybe 
its not that you look different. Just that I 
haven’t seen you close up for ages. Why 
haven’t you been by recently. Don’t tell 
me you're letting a little matter of an en- 
gagement interrupt our friendship. Mother 
was just talking about you the other day. 
She asked me to see if you’d like to come 
over for dinner tonight.” 

Joe shifted from one foot to the other 
uncomfortably. 

“Gee, Sue, I’d like to, but . . .” 

“That’s fine, Joe, just fine. About six, 
huh. See you.” 

Susan swept away, leaving Joe staring 
after her, breathing hard. 

“Of all the nervy, phony dames.” I ex- 
claimed. “What makes her think she can 
insult me like that; ignoring me and in- 
viting you to her house right in front of 
my face.” 

I was confident that Joe wasn’t even 
thinking about accepting Sue’s invitation. 

I wasn’t prepared for his making excuses 
for her. 

“Gosh, Marty, don’t be so sensitive.” he 
told me uneasily. “Sue didn’t mean to ig 
you, I’m sure. She’s really a nice girl.” 

I stopped walking, stared at Joe unbe- 
lievingly. 

“Oh, so I’m the one who’s wrong,” I 
fumed. “Well, let me tell you something, 
Joe. There’s not going to be any dinner 
date. You’re engaged to me and I intend 
to show Susan Weathersby and any one 


else with smart ideas about taking you 
away that I mean business.” 

Joe looked at me pleadingly. 

“Honest, darling, you’re making a moun. 
tain out of a molehill,” he argued. “Sue 
doesn’t mean anything to me. But she is 
a good friend. Just like she says, just 
because we’re engaged, that’s no reason 
why you or I should have to stop seeing 
our friends. What’s the harm in having 
dinner with her. Her parents will be there 
and besides, if we can’t trust one an- 
other .. .” 

I blinked back hot, scalding tears. A 
bomb of temper exploded in me. 

“Go have dinner with her then,” I said 
furiously. “Go do anything you want. But 
don’t expect me to be sitting home waiting 
for you. Maybe I can find an old friend to 
entertain me.” 

I walked rapidly, leaving Joe behind. | 
wanted to get home as fast as_ possible, 
Already I was ashamed of the jealous fury 
which had taken hold of me. Already | 
wanted to make up with Joe. It was the 
first quarrel we’d ever had in our lives. | 
was too proud to turn back to him and 
apologize. Then too, I was convinced that 
even if I had acted foolishly, spoken out 
of turn, Joe himself was as wrong as he 
could be. I sent up a little prayer that 
he’d see that; that he’d come to me when 
we got home and say he was sorry; that 
he wouldn’t keep the date with Susan. 

That isn’t the way it worked out. To the 
distress of old lady Kane, Joe and I main- 
tained a cold, polite silence during the 
afternoon. We were in the living room, 
listening to the radio, Joe reading the 
paper, when Mrs. Kane called out: 

“Dinner will be ready in a half-hour, 
children.” 

I didn’t dare glance in Joe’s direction. 

He got up and went into the kitchen. | 
heard him murmuring to Mrs. Kane. 

“Going out for dinner?” I heard her 
say curiously. 

I wanted to cry. My heart was bursting 
with the weight of Joe’s cruelty. I had 
to get out of the living room. I didn't 
want him to see me crying over him. | 
hated him, hated him. I wished I'd never 
been born. I stumbled blindly up the 
stairs, went to my room and locked the 
door. I lay on the bed staring up at the 
ceiling. I thought I had wanted to cry. But 
I felt so miserable the tears wouldn’t even 
come. 

Minutes later, I heard Joe’s footsteps 
on the stairs. Thank God. He was coming 
to make up with me, to ask me to come 
down to dinner. I was in for another cruel 
disappointment. His footsteps continued 
down the hall. He went into his room. I 
heard him moving about, evidently dress 
ing to go out. Then he came past my door 
again, hesitated and knocked. 

“Marty,” he called. 

I lay there stubbornly. 

“Marty, baby,” he repeated. 
open the door.” 

My voice didn’t sound like it belonged 


to me. 
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“Are you still going out, Joe?” I asked. 

“Yes, Marty, but .. .” 

“Then there’s nothing else to say, no 
reason for me to open the door,” I 
screamed. 

There was a moment of silence, then 
Joe went off down the hall, down the 
steps. I heard him leave by the front door. 

I turned over and buried my head in the 
pillows, shoulders and stomach convulsed 
with a sick, crying upheaval. 

Mrs. Kane crept upstairs a little later 
and knocked timidly.” 

“No dinner, Martha?” she asked. 

“No thanks, Mrs. Kane,” I said. 

My waking nightmare lasted for long 
hours on hours. It was long past midnight 
when Joe came home. I heard him hesitate 
outside my door, heard him try the knob. I 
lay perfectly still. 

The next day was a continuation of the 
nightmare. Mechanically I went through 
my routine of going to work and coming 
home to fix supper, Mrs. Kane was upstairs 
lying down when Joe came in. 

“Good evening,” I said coolly. 

He walked up behind me, placed his 
hands on my shoulders. I could have killed 
myself for the way my heart leaped at his 
touch. 

“Let’s cut out this foolishness,” Joe 
ordered roughly. He swung me around to 
face him, crushed me into his arms. I 
struggled weakly. But his kiss was the 
same kiss, almost unbearably sweet. He 
was still my Joe. He would always be 
able to take me in his arms and win any 
argument. 

“You silly little sweetheart,” he said 
tenderly. “Why must you be so jealous 
over nothing. You know you’re the num- 
ber one interest in my life.” 

“But Joe . . .” I began piteously. 

“But Joe, nothing,” he said with mock 
grimness. “I don’t want a suspicious, jeal- 
ous sweetheart. I made up my mind I was 
going to cure you of that ridiculous jeal- 
ousy, no matter how much it hurt either 
one of us.” 


HE PERIOD OF making up after our 

first quarrel was sweet and satisfying. 
But it was only an uneasy truce. The 
grapevine revealed that Joe and Sue were 
being seen together with increasing fre- 
quency. More and more, Joe made ex- 
cuses for leaving the house at night or 
arrived home much later from work than 
usual. I had made up my mind that I 
was going to be very passive about the 
whole thing. I was going to prove to Joe 
that I trusted him, that I had conquered 
my consuming jealousy. There was very 
little I could say. After all, outside of 
his seeming desire to maintain a friendship 
with Sue, he treated me very well. 

My calm exterior was just that—a front. 
For my heart warned me that all was not 
as it appeared. It was the note from Susan 
which confirmed the fear. 

I should have never read the note, of 
course. It wasn’t addressed to me. I dis- 
covered it during a week when Joe had 


been home every night. I found it in his 
pocket as I was preparing his clothes to 
be taken to the cleaners. I’d always gone 
through his pockets to remove any change 
or matches he might have left carelessly. 
The note was in a pink envelope. It hadn’t 
been mailed. Joe’s name was written in a 
slanting feminine hand. 

It was a measure of how insecure and 
basically fearful I was that I took the note- 
paper out of the envelope and read its 
contents. 

“Dearest Joe,” it read. “You’ve been 
staying away from me deliberately this 
week. I know why. You're afraid to face 
the truth, even though we’ve discussed it 
from every angle. You're afraid to admit 
that you don’t really love Martha; that it’s 
just a matter of sympathy for someone 
you’ve been so close to all your life and 
with whom you have shared common grief. 
With you and me, it’s different. We've 
proven to each other that we’re spiritually 
intellectually and physically attuned. . . .” 

I couldn’t go on. The stunning proof 
that Joe who had so nobly denied himself 
and me the illicit pleasures of physical 
love, had been intimate with another 
woman was more than I could stand. 

Have you ever felt that the whole world 
around you has crashed into bitter bits of 
debris; that there was nothing left for 
which to live; that desolation and empti- 
ness were all promised to you?” 

That’s the way I felt. My whole body 
was depressed. My very soul was stifled 
and beneath it all burned a slow, stupid, 
sapping flame of anger and resentment. 

No longer could I maintain the calm- 
ness, the stoic attitude, the pretense at 
understanding. I had to have a showdown 
immediately. I had to know what was 
going to happen to my life. Only a talk 
with Joe could settle that. 

We had the talk when he came home. 
But it deteriorated into an angry, bitter 
argument; a brawl during which Joe told 
me it served me right that I had discovered 
what I had discovered by reading a per- 
sonal letter of his; during which I called 
him a faithless, rotten phony. 

Shaken and trembling, awed by the 
depths to which we’d sunk in arguing with 
each other, we faced each other and waited 
for the finale. Finally, head low, eyes 
troubled, Joe said: 

“Sweetheart, I’m sorry, terribly sorry. 
With all that’s been between us; all that’s 
good, we never should hurt each other as 
we've been doing, say the bitter things 
we’ve been saying. The whole thing is my 
fault. I haven’t lied to you about loving 
you. I do and I always will. But I have 
deceived you by not telling you the truth 
about Susan. Susan and I have been lov- 
ers, but I swear, nothing has happened 
between us since the day I kissed you and 
found out how you felt about me. I think 
Susan was my escape before that because 
I didn’t believe you loved me. But now, it’s 
different. 

“Frankly, I’m not sure but what Susan’s 
right when she says that maybe my love 


for you is artificial, a thing caused because 
of what we’ve been through together. May- 
be yours is, too.” 

“What do you want to do, Joe?” I asked. 

“T want to break our engagement. I can 
give you nothing but love and a life of 
struggling to make ends meet.” 

“You want to give me up because you 
love me?” I asked sarcastically. “And you 
want to marry Susan?” 

His answer was almost a whisper. 

“Yes, darling. I’m sorry.” 

I stood up, cold and stern, my manner 
having nothing at all to do with the hot 
crumbling breakup inside. 

“Okay, Joe,” I said. “Okay. But please 
leave the house as soon as you can.” 

Joe left that night. 

It took days before I got used to the 
idea that he was gone; before I could be- 
lieve it. Everything around me was hateful, 
reminding me of what had once been so 
happy. I moved in a sort of haze. I ate 
very little, slept very little, experienced a 
hundred times a day the pangs of self-pity 
and hurt. 

Mrs. Kane was a jewel. She was kind 
and attentive without meddling. She gave 
me understanding without interference. 
One day I broke down and cried in her 
arms. Then she proved how much she 
knew, how much she had noticed while 
minding her own business. 

“You mean you're going to give up your 
man like that, child?” she asked. 

“Give him up, Mrs. Kane,” I cried. “He’s 
gone. I’ve lost him. I don’t have him to 
give up.” 

“And if you don’t do something soon, 
you won’t ever have him,” Mrs. Kane said 
grimly. “Men are funny, Martha. They 
pretend to be so wise and strong. Some- 
times, they’re like babies. They need their 
minds made up for them. That’s when 
women have to forget their pride and 
stand up and fight. You stand up and 
fight for Joe and you'll win him. You 
lie here in my lap and be sorry for your- 
self and Susan Weathersby will have the 
biggest wedding in West Virginia.” 

From the cloud of my tears I looked at 
this kindly, aged woman who I’d never 
suspected of thinking about love, much 
less about fighting for a man. She had 
sounded a war cry and it was a trumpet 
to my heart. 

I got mad—mad clean through. 

I knew in my inner self how much I 
loved Joe. I knew how much he loved 
me. I knew that I could give him a 
happy life, that we could prosper to- 
gether; that he would stifle beneath the 
kind of existence which would be his with 
Susan Weathersby. 

But here I was, taking it lying down. 

“Man not worth fighting for ain’t worth 
having,” Mrs. Kane told me. 

Suddenly, deliberately, I had a wild plan 
racing through my brain. I’d show Susan 
Weathersby. I’d show Joe. I’d show my- 
self. 

Somewhere I’d heard about marriage in 
Baltimore; that in a certain little town near 
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Baltimore you could get married without 
questions asked. 

I went to bed that night but I didn’t 
It wasn’t tears that kept me from 
sleeping. It was the exciting knowledge 
»f my decision. 

The next morning I went to the bank 
and drew two hundred dollars from my 
i1ccount. Next, I dropped in to see my best 
friend, Evelyn Winters. Evelyn owned a 
new, streamlined Pontiac. I needed a car 
for my plan. 

At lunch time I rolled up outside the 
large home of the people for whom he 
drove. I went around to the back of the 
house. Joe was sitting on a stool, reading 
a paper. 

He looked at me in surprise. 

“Gosh, Martha,” he asked. “What are 
you doing here? Is something wrong?” 

“Yes, Joe, something’s wrong,” I told 
“T need your help and don’t ask 
questions. I’ve got Evelyn’s car. I need 
you to go somewhere with me in a hurry.” 
He jumped up, began straightening his 

buttoning his collar. 

“Can’t you give me a hint?” he wanted 
to know. 

“You'll find out,” I told him grimly. 

Joe climbed into the Pontiac. I headed 
ut from town, curved onto the highway 
leading out of the city. 

[ hadn’t said a word since we got 

Joe’s curiosity was a pregnant 
I could almost feel him bursting to 
Finally, he couldn’t take 


sleep. 


nim. 


Ti 


started. 
thing. 
isk questions. 
it any longer. 
“Do you know what you’re doing? Do 
know you’re leaving town?” he de- 
manded. 
“IT know what I’m doing, Joe,” I told 


Ith. 
“Well, where in Heaven’s name are you 


taking me. You know I’ve got to get back 


work.” 

We were about twenty miles out of 

wn. Suddenly, I swerved the car reck- 

sly over to the side of the road. Switch- 

: off the motor, I turned to look at Joe. 
You won’t get to work today, Joe. Or 

morrow.” 

What?” he demanded. He was begin- 

g to look at me as if he was sure I’d 

mind. 

That’s just-what I said.” I told him. 

We’re going to Baltimore.” 

“Baltimore,” he howled. “For what?” 
lo get married, Joe,” I said, reaching 
1y pocketbook for a cigarette. 

“I’m getting out of here, Marty,” Joe 

sincerely. “I don’t know what kind 
razy scheme you’ve got in mind, but I’m 


my 


ng out.” 
“No you’re not, Joe,” I told him. He 
turned to open the car door. Some- 
in my voice made him turn around 
face me. Amazement spread over his 
when he faced me and looked into 
business end of a small, automatic 
iver, 
If you try to leave me now, I'll kill 


I told him. 





Joe stared at me. Then suddenly, his 
face broke into a big grin. 

“Well I'll be damned,” he said softly. 
“T’ll be damned. Are you serious?” 

“Never was more serious in my life,” I 
told him. “You can’t make up your mind. 
So before Susan makes it up for you, I’m 
doing just that. You’re going to marry 
me. If you decide, after our wedding night, 
that Susan has so much more to offer than 
I have, you can have a divorce. But I’m 
going to get a chance to give you all 
the rest of my love that I couldn’t give 
you before because of Ma. You won’t go 
back to Susan, Joe—ever.” 

Joe sat, staring straight ahead, straight 
down the road. 

Then he turned to me. 

“Marty,” he said—and it was the old 
Joe speaking, the Joe who had recognized 
me once as ail of his world—‘Marty, put 
away your weapons for a minute. I want 
to kiss you. Then you can drive on, baby. I 
surrender.” 

That’s the way it happened. The long 
kiss, the long gay ride, the justice of the 
peace we routed out of bed, the sacred 
words spoken and the little out of the way 
hotel room where we became truly man 
and wife. 

That’s the way I won my man. He hasn’t 
acted like he wanted to leave since. Susan, 
infuriated, left town soon after we got 
back home. Every once in a while, Mrs. 
Kane, who’s still a loved member of our 
household, gives me a sly wink. It means 
we have a secret. 

I’m not advising you to have a shotgun 
marriage, girls, but all I’ve got to say, in 
the words of dear Mrs. Kane, is “man 
ain’t worth fighting for ain’t worth having.” 


THE END 





Etiquette 
(Continued from Page 8) 


a friend along. But theater tickets make 
a sizeable dent in a limited budget. With 
all propriety the woman could suggest a 
Dutch treat date. She should handle 
this suggestion with care, however, to 
avoid implying she thinks the man can’t 
afford the things she likes. And the 
Dutch treat date should be a very occa- 
sional affair in order to avoid giving the 
impression that the woman expects to 
pay her way. 

The woman who asks a man for a date 
must remember three important things. 
She has no claim upon his interests, no 
right to expect a return date from him. 
She must not be surprised or angry if 
she meets him beauing another woman. 
Yet the asked-for-date is not without 
possibilities. I have known clever wom- 
en who parlayed them into happy mar- 
riages. 


Love 
Cult 
Victim 





(Continued from Page 33) 

hot dogs and cokes. I saw her glance 
sharply in my direction and knew she was 
wondering about me, hoping that I was re. 
laxing and enjoying myself. She'd tried 
so hard to bring me out of my shyness in 
the months I had been staying with her 
and Uncle Tom. But hanging back, feeling 
unattractive and left out of things had 
begun too long before to overcome it in a 
few months. 

I couldn’t remember when I hadn’t felt 
that way. I realize now that I wasn’t actu- 
ally unattractive, but when you’ve had two 

















See aed 


sisters who were as flamboyantly pretty as | 


Donna and Jean, plus twin brothers . 


well someone was bound to feel lost in the 


shuffle. 

Donna and Jean my two older sisters 
both had long black hair and golden tan 
skins. The twins were three years younger 
than me. The spotlight was either focused 
on my excitingly pretty sisters or the mis- 
chief making twins. The only thing no- 
ticeable about me was that I sometimes 


had hayfever which made me sniffle and | 


caused me to be less attractive. 

After Donna and Jean got married ina 
double wedding ceremony, my hay fever 
got worse. Some nights I could hardly 
breathe and I began to get very thin and 
pale. We lived in Denver, Colorado, and 
the doctors said it was due to an alergy 
and that I should go to a different climate, 
preferably the sea coast. 

Dad’s sister had married a minister. 
They lived in Los Angeles and it was de- 
cided that I should go there while I fi- 
ished up a business course I had begun in 
high school. 

Uncle Tom and Aunt Helen were a 
happy couple in their early thirties, with- 
out any children of their own. They lived 
in an attractive little stucco house beside 
Uncle Tom’s church. I think my aunt and 
uncle sensed my difficulty at once, realized 
that I was shy and couldn’t make friends 
easily. They tried hard to make me feel 
at home, and at church they introduced 
me to young people my own age. 

But I felt overwhelmed by it all. Uncle 
Tom’s congregation was made up of people 
comfortably fixed in life. They looked 
smooth and well-dressed. The girls my 
own age wore clothes that looked like 
they’d been chosen from the better fashion 
magazines. There seemed to be a bond of 
quiet gaiety among them. They spoke in 
modulated voices and it seemed so easy 
for them to say the right thing. The fel 
lows in Aunt Helen’s youth group seemed 
like polished young businessmen. Sitting 
in class on Sundays among them, I felt 
like a mummy wrapped in layer after layer 
of old brown cloth. I felt like I never could 





ee 


aoe 












—=—_- ~~ =| © =< © 


— 


co nae sas © 


pg 


nm >», Oo ei 


— -— 








glance 
he was 
was re- 
1 tried 
ness in 
ith her 
feeling 
rs had 
it ina 


eer 


rt felt 

t actu- 
id two 
Ptty as 


‘Ss 


in the 


sisters 
on tan 
unger 
cused 
e mis- | 
g no- 
times 
2 and 


ae 


lina 
fever 
ardly 
1 and 
, and 
lergy 
mate, 


ister, 
s de- 
| fin- 


in in 


ee 


re a 
with: | 
lived 
side 
and 
‘ized 
ends 
feel 
iced 


ncle 
yple 
ked 
my 
like 
ion 
| of 
in 
asy 
fel- 
1ed 
ing 
elt 
yer 


ld 


fit in and be one of them although I wanted 
desperately to. 

Uncle Tom wasn’t the old-fashioned hell 
and brimstone type of minister. But he 
sermons were 


was just as earnest. His 
sal- 


about problems in every day life .. . 
vation through living. Aunt Helen’s Youth 
Group took up problems of marriage, 
world events, literature and drama. They 
had social gatherings, gave dinners and 
luncheons. 

My hay fever got better in the coast 
climate. Aunt Helen helped me to choose 
pretty clothes, and had a hairdresser show 
me how to fix my hair more becomingly. 
On the outside, I improved, but on the in- 
side—well, I still felt just mousy and 
unimportant. 

“You’ve got to learn to unbend a little 
Bessie.” Aunt Helen told me. 

“IT don’t know how,” I told her miser- 
ably. “I want to be friendly like other 
people, but I just don’t know how to 
begin.” 

“Why honey,” she said. “There’s so 
many things to talk about. Even the wea- 
ther here in California is a good starting 
point.” 

Well. I'd tried that night at the beach 
party with Ted. But I was a flop. It was 
easier just to let the others carry things, 
and for me to sit back and watch. 

It was through a parishioner of Uncle 
Tom’s that I got a job in a real estate 
office in the Central avenue district of Los 
Angeles. After six months in the business 
school, I was able to pass the shorthand 
and typing tests. I was very thrilled to get 
the job, and was very anxious to work 
hard and make a success of it. 

About this time Uncle Tom was trans- 
ferred to a church in San Francisco. Aunt 
Helen found a small apartment for me in 
a building owned by one of the women in 
the Ladies Aid group. Reverend Dawson. 
the new minister, and his wife promised 
Aunt Helen to keep an eye on me. She 
hated to leave me there with no family 
of my own around. 

“Bessie,” Aunt Helen said the day be- 
fore they were leaving, I want you to keep 
on trying to overcome your shyness. Just 
remember that Rome wasn’t built in a day. 
People in the church will help you. Keep 
working at it. You have a good job and 
you'll get acquainted with people at work.” 

But I didn’t. It was the same story there. 
My job was in the stenographic pool. My 
work was as good as the other girls. but 
the executives always asked for the others 
first to take their dictation. I think I made 
even them uncomfortable with my shyness 
and hesitancy in their presence. The other 
girls would laugh and kid with them, but I 
just couldn’t. 

I was feeling pretty sad about it all the 
Sunday I was waiting for a bus to take me 
to church. Wasn’t I ever going to have any 
life, any love, a boy friend who would tell 
me he couldn’t live without me? What 
was the matter with me? Was I just a 
little brown bug forgotten by all the ex- 
citing world of dates and fun? 
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TO LONGER HAIR BEAUTY! 





Do you want longer, shinier hair for those 
new, ultra-feminine hair-dos ... easy to 
swirl, curl and brush up or under? Free 
from breaking ends, ugly dandruff, itch- 
ing scalp! Check hair beauty you want 
below. Send coupon now for Long-Aid, 
and I'll prove you can have lovelier hair 
in just 3 days—or it won't cost you a penny! 

WHAT'S THE SECRET? 

It’s in the jar—that’s the secret! Long- 
Aid dresses 
hair . . . condi- 
tions hair and 
scalp like noth- 
ing else with 3 
wonder - work- 
ing ingredients. 

First, extra- 
rich lanolin re- 
lieves your dry, 
thirsty scalp 
with nature’s 
gum @i.«« 
helps growing 
hair look long- 





er, softer, shinier. 

Second, Long-Aid’s amazing new discov- 
ery coats every hair with greaseless shield. 
Absolutely keeps edges straighter, new 
hair straighter ... helps keep hair from 
“going back!” 

Third, miracle new K-7 kills certain 
scalp bacteria, helps relieve awful itching, 
irritation. Helps keep hair fresh, clean- 
smelling. 


LONG-AID’S NEW TRIPLE-ACTION 
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MY PROMISE: 

I’ve seen Long-Aid’s sensational action 
on thousands of women’s hair. Whether 
you’re 5 or 55, you don’t have to be 
ashamed of your hair. Long-Aid gives you 
pretty hair SO FAST your friends will look 
in wonder. 

CHECK HAIR BEAUTY YOU WANT: 

0 Long, Growing Hair 0 Easy to Style, Manage 
() Sleek Shining CL) Soft, Curlable 

(D Stays Fixed Longer CL) Clean-Smelling Hair 
(] Free from Dandruff, Itching Irritation 

Don’t delay! Every day your hair gets 
more starved for Long-Aid care! Order 
Long-Aid at once by mail as thousands do. 
Use 3 days. It must do all we promise, o1 
your money back and no questions asked 
. .. you keep Long-Aid as free gift! Long- 
Aid in lush pink jar, only $1.10. 

You may order Long-Aid separately or 
complete Long-Aid kit of 7 preparations. 


Special Tutreductory Offer 


DELUXE LONG-AID MIRACLE KIT 
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Long-Aid Sulphur, medicated, for itching, 
mangy scalp. (Reg. $1.00) 

Long-Aid White Pressing Compound, prevents 
dryness, burning. (Reg. 66c) 

io Control Stick, helps keep hair fixed. 
(Reg. $1.10) 

Long-Aid Hot Oil Treatment with Lanolin. 
Relieves dryness. (Reg. 66c) 


ORDER THIS KIT NOW: 








Long-Aid Dandruff Remover Shampoo with 
Lanolin. Cleans without removing natural 
oils. (Reg. 50c) 

Long-Aid Hair Cream (Liquid). New! For 
conditioning, for curling. (Reg. $1.10) 
Long-Aid with K-7, famous all-in-one prepa- 
ration. (Reg. $1.10 
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| WAS SO WRAPPED UP in these dis- 
mal thoughts, I didn’t even hear the 
footsteps behind me. Suddenly I was con- 
scious of a man holding something out to 
me. I saw papers, advertising circulars, 
held in a slim brown hand. I looked up 
ind saw a face that matched the hand. 
Eyes black as patent leather gleamed be- 
hind glasses and seemed to demand that I 
take the papers he held out. He smiled 
and his eyes widened and seemed to lock 
me in their black depths. I felt frightened 
ind excited at the same time. I couldn’t 
seem to look away. Then he was gone 
1round the corner of a building and I 
heard the motor of a car purr softly. 

[ stood looking down at the papers I 
held in my hand, wondering if I were in 
1 dream. I shuffled the papers in my hands 
and a faint scent of perfume came from 
them. They were a pale lavender in color 
und printed with purple ink. 

I sat down on the bus bench and began 
to read. 

“God is love. That we know, for the 
Bible tells us. But do you know what 
God means by love? There are those in 
the world today who would try to pervert 
by their own wicked minds, the pure ideal 
of love God meant for us all. In its purest 
concept love means the feeling between a 
man and woman. If you do not believe this 
to be so, ask yourself . . . could this life 
go on another day without it? The evil 
ones seek to deny the sexes this right of 
love. They have almost succeeded in too 
many cases, so that men and women wan- 
der alone seeking means to meet their 

ites. Do you long for this all-pure love? 
(nd are you afraid to seek it? Are you 
being denied your great destiny? Then 
learn today. Hear and learn from Dr. Mar- 
tim Orlando, the man who dares to rip 
aside the evil cloak of secrecy.” 

It gave an address and stated that lec- 
ires were given every night at eight 
lock. On another page of the circular 
were testimonials . . . one said: 

‘I was lonely . . . had never had a boy- 
friend until I learned how to use the mag- 
netism of love. Thanks to Dr. Orlando, I 
am now living a full life.” 

(nother was signed by a man. “I didn’t 
know the language of love.” it said. “Now 
[ am engaged to a beautiful girl. My lone- 
ly nights have turned into minutes and 

urs of paradise. Dr. Orlando showed 

the way.” 

lhere were others, one signed by a 
mother who said her daughter’s life had 


t 


been changed to one of pure joy by Dr. 
Orlando. 
\ll during church I was thinking of the 


trange man and the circular he had given 
me. My apartment seemed lonelier than 
ever when | got home. That night I went 
to hear Dr. Orlando lecture. It can’t hurt, 
[ reasoned, and maybe I'll learn some- 
thing. 

When I stood in front of the address 
given on the circulars, I almost didn’t go 
in. The house was an old mansion on a 
ide street with big office buildings on both 


60 


sides. The dirty gray paint was peeling 
and there were streaks of rust stains drib- 
bling down from the little spiked iron 
railing around the roof. 

I went slowly up the steps, wanting al- 
most to turn and run back down, but I 
knew I would face only another lonely 
evening. Anything was better than that. I 
rang the bell and the door was opened 
immediately. I felt reassured by the per- 
son standing there, a motherly looking 
woman with graying hair. 

“IT. ..I1 came to... hear Dr. Or- 
lando lecture,” I stuttered. 

“Yes, my dear, come right in.” Her 
voice was musical and friendly and I felt 
that I had known her all my life. “Did 
someone send you here?” she asked. 

“Not . . . exactly,” I said. “I was stand- 
ing on the street... and someone gave 
me some...” 

“Oh, yes, of course,” she said. I was 
surprised when I was inside at the beauti- 
ful furnishings. The rugs were deep and 
soft, grey with a hint of purple. There 
were mauve drapes at the windows and 
chairs and couches upholstered in shades 
varying from deepest purple to lighter 
tones. The lamps shed yellow cones of 
light . . . music played softly. I noticed 
several girls sitting about. They were about 
my own age and seemed scared. 

“Dr. Orlando will be here in a minute,” 
the woman said as she led me to a chair. 

Dr. Orlando was the man who had given 
me the circulars. He came in dressed in 
flowing satin robes of lavender, a turban 
of the same material wrapped around his 
head. He stood in front of a small altar 
to lecture. 

“T must first ask you,” he said, “not to 
reveal the simple truths you will hear me 
utter tonight for there are evil people who 
would purposely misconstrue what I am 
going to say. But you, the lonely ones, will 
recognize the worth of what I shall tell 
you.” 

I have since tried to remember every- 
thing that Dr. Orlando said that night, but 
some of it is a blur. His voice as it rose 
and fell had a cadence that seemed to lull 
and induce sleep although I sat there with 
my eyes open. 

Phrases and parts of sentences come 
back of my mind . . . love is all powerful 
. .. God meant woman for man and vice 
versa ... don’t deny yourself the pleas- 
ure of experience in love ... his voice 
went on and on. I felt a dazed languor 
steal over my senses. 

The lecture ended with Dr. Orlando say- 
ing: “There are many truths, of course, 
that can not be revealed except in privacy. 
If any of you have personal problems, you 
may arrange for a private consultation 
with me through Mrs. Toland.” He nodded 
at the motherly woman who had met me at 
the door. 

As we left, Dr. Orlando bid each girl 
goodby, but it seemed that he held my 
hand longer and I felt weak and trembling 
when he looked at me. 

I felt that maybe I had found someone 
who could help me with my problem of 


” 


loneliness and my seeming inability to at- 
tract men and have dates like other girls. 
Maybe he could show me how to get over 
that feeling of being so unimportant, so 
utterly mousey and unattractive inside. 

I telephoned Mrs. Toland. She was such 
a respectable looking person, it didn’t seem 
that I could come to any harm. 

Her voice purred with motherly concern 
when I told her who I was and that I had 
been at the lecture. “Oh yes,” she said, 
“you are that sweet little girl in the dark 
blue coat. Dr. Orlando mentioned that you 
seemed to need help. Will you be free on 
Saturday? Dr. Orlando can see you pri- 
vately then.” 

It was Wednesday when I called. All 
through the rest of the week I felt a 
warmth of excitement whenever I thought 
of Dr. Orlando. I felt thrilled when I 
remembered how he had held my hand. 
His noticing me especially gave me a feel- 
ing of confidence. 

I dressed carefully that Saturday, using 
a touch of cologne behind my ears. I put 
on a new dress, pale blue with a peter 
pan collar. Then my dark blue coat and 
a hat to match. 

I thought perhaps I would have to wait 
my turn to see Dr. Orlando but when I 
arrived, Mrs. Toland smiled and said he 
would see me right away. I noticed that 
the rooms were even more heavily scented 
with incense than before. 

Mrs. Toland took me down the hall to a 
room furnished with a deep couch and 
chairs and drapes all done in the soft tones 
of mauve. Dr. Orlando came in. He was 
dressed casually in slacks and a checked 
sports shirt and seemed younger than he 
had on the other occasions I had seen him. 

Very gently he pressed my hand looked 
into my eyes. “I have been thinking of 
you,” he said. “Let me take your coat and 
hat so that we can be comfortable.” 

Mrs. Toland brought a silver teapot 
then left the room again. Dr. Orlando 
poured the tea and handed me a cup. 
“Now you must tell me all your troubles 
so that I can help you.” 

As on the occasion of the lecture, I felt 
eased and restful. There seemed to be 
such a kindly, gracious air to everything. 

“Well,” I began, “I guess my greatest 
trouble is that I’m just too shy around 
men. I don’t have many dates and when 
I do they don’t turn out well.” 

Dr. Orlando nodded, then he asked. 
“Tell me about your family? Are you the 
oldest child, the youngest?” 

I told him about how things had been 
at home, how both my sisters were married, 
how left out I always felt, how I had come 
to California because of my hay fever. Oc- 
casionally he interrupted me to ask a 
question. “You are alone here in the city, 
then? And you live alone?” 


FOUND IT EASY to tell him things I 
had never been able to put in words 
before. Never had I felt so entirely at ease 
with a man. Usually when I go into one 
of the executives offices there at the bank, 
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| am jumpy and taut and have trouble 
answering even the most commonplace 
personal remark. But that afternoon I 
talked freely for more than an hour. 

When I had finished, Dr. Orlando said: 
“What you need is contact with people 
who understand your problem people 
who are interested enough to help you. 
Our organization is made up of just such 
people. You are really a very lovely girl 
and once you have overcome your inhibi- 
tions you will be a very happy person. 
We are here to help you. It is necessary, 
however, for a beginner like yourself to 
progress by easy stages to the point where 
the great truths can be accepted. I would 
like you to attend some of our private 
meetings. We are having one tonight and 
if you would like to come, I will have Mrs. 
Toland tell you all the details.” 

“Oh thank you,” I said, “I would like to.” 

Mrs. Toland said that she would have 
someone call for me at eight o’clock. “Do 
you have an evening gown?” she asked, 
“we dress up for these affairs.” 

When I told her that I didn’t have one, 
she said: “We can arrange that. We have 
many wealthy members in our organization 
who have donated dresses.” She took me 
upstairs and from a closet with sliding 
doors, she chose a bright yellow dress of 
clinging satin. 

“I’m afraid... the neck will be too 
low.” I said. 

“My dear.” Mrs. Toland said, “that is 
part of our religion. It is no sin to reveal 
the body God has given you to its best 
advantage.” 

Nevertheless, when I put the dress on 
that night, I felt that I shouldn’t wear it. I 
felt so naked, like I wanted to cross my 
hands over my neck and shoulders to cover 
them up. 

A chauffeur in a big black car called 
for me at eight that night and I found 
another girl occupied the back seat with 
me. She was pretty, dressed in black and 
she had a nervous way of giggling when- 
ever she spoke. I asked her if she had be- 
longed to the organization very long. 

“Oh, about three months now,” she said 
in a high pitched voice. 

“What are... these meetings like?” 
I asked her. 

She gave a spasmodic little bounce in 
the seat. “Oh at first.” she said. “You'll 
think they are . . . well kind of odd. but 
after you get used to them . you can’t 
wait for another.” Her voice broke on a 
hysterical note. “If you’re like I was . 
well, it certainly is better than spending 
your evenings alone. You just have to 
make up your mind that Dr. Orlando is 
right . . . about love being the most im- 
portant thing in the world and then you 
hegin to enjoy life. My mother never let 
me go anywhere or have any fun, then 
when she died I just didn’t know what to 
do with myself. Now I realize I’ve been 
starved all my life. When you begin to 
see the light, you begin to live.” 

“Is the organization supported by dona- 


tions . . . or what?” 


“Oh it’s run by a group of people who 
believe that love is necessary to life. We 
have wonderful times. You'll see, but just 
don’t try to understand it all at first. If you 
don’t think about it too much, it’s better. 
You . that’s all that 
counts.” 

She told me her name was Doreen and 
that she was twenty-five and had never 
had any boy friends because her mother 
didn’t approve. 

“Mother left me a small 
enough to get along on, but if I didn’t 
belong to this organization I wouldn’t have 
any life at all.” 

The altar had been removed from the 
rooms where I had attended the first meet- 
ing. The lights were turned lower and 
large bunches of flowers gave the rooms a 


learn to feel 


income . 


festive air. 

There were several couples in the room 
and I noticed that the girls were all young 
and the men were older and very well 
dressed. Mrs. Toland was at one end of 
the room, putting records on a large pho- 
nograph. In a few minutes slow waltz 
music began and some of the girls and 
men began to dance. 

Dr. Orlando came into the room with a 
tall good-looking man who was just begin- 
ning to turn grey. He must have been 
extremely handsome when he was young, I 
thought. “Bessie.” Dr. Orlando said, “I 
want you to meet Mr. Wainright. Hal, this 
is the little girl I was telling you about. 
Isn’t she exquisite?” 

I felt my face flushing, for no one had 
ever called me exquisite before. “First on 
the program is dancing.” Dr. Orlando 
said. “We feel that dancing is the lan- 
guage of love.” Dr. Orlando and Mr. 
Wainright looked at each other then as 
though they shared some secret. “Would 
you like to dance, Bessie?” Mr. Wainright 
asked me. 

He was a smooth, light dancer and I felt 
relaxed with him. But I was puzzled. I 
had thought the organization was religious 
and it seemed funny the turn things were 
taking. First, the revealing evening dress 
and now not a meeting, but rather a 
party. It seemed even stranger when cock- 
tails were served. 

“I... I thought this was more of a 
religious organization.” I said to Mr. Wain- 


right. “Oh, it is perhaps the oldest 
known. I'd say it began long before any 
other kind.” His eyes twinkled and he 
seemed amused. 

“Have you . been a member very 


long. Mr. Wainwright?” I asked. “Call me 
Hal, please.” he said. “Yes, I’ve been a 
member for quite some time.” Then he 
laughed. “Let’s dance again.” 

In spite of how strange it all seemed, I 
was enjoying myself. Other men asked 
me to dance and they all seemed so differ- 
ent than boys I had known. They seemed 
not to expect sharp conversation and made 
me feel at ease. 

I was dancing with Hal in a slow waltz, 
when Dr. Orlando came up and spoke. 
“We are ready for the main event now.” I 
thought he meant that he would be giving 


another speech and was surprised when 
the couples began leaving the room. Hal 
took my arm and we followed the others 
upstairs. I had an uneasy feeling then. | 
paused but Hal said: “You'll enjoy this.” 

We went into a large room where re- 
clining chairs were arranged in a semi- 
circle. After we were seated the lights 
were turned off and a blue lamp was fo- 
cused on the semi-circle. I was shocked 
when a young man with a tanned body. 
wearing nothing but a loin cloth came into 
the room. He was followed by a girl al- 
most as naked as he was. I heard Doreen 
give a high pitched giggle and someone 
else gasped. Then a soft, thumping drum 
beat started up and they began their act. 
At first it was only a series of intricate 
dance steps but as it went on it became 
more suggestive. The girl threw herself on 
the young man and he picked her up and 
bent her body around his. The act ended 
with the girl trying to get up from the floor 
and the man holding her down, kissing 
her savagely. 

“Is this . . . part of a religion!” I ex- 
claimed. Suddenly I felt hot and shaky. I 
wanted to get away. “Don’t be alarmed, 
my dear,” Hal said and J felt his arm rest- 
ing lightly around my shoulders. “There 
is nothing wrong with what you have seen. 
Love was the first religion, It may seem 
strange to you because we have been led 
away from the true religion of man.” 

I jumped up but Hal pulled me back. 
He stroked my arm caressingly. I trembled 
uncontrollably, but gradually as Hal talked, 
I found myself relaxing and when he 
kissed me it seemed that he was only try- 
ing to calm my fears. I looked around the 
room the other couples had gone. 
From somewhere I heard Doreen laughing 
in hysterical little gasps . 

That was my first experience at Dr. Or- 
lando’s. It left me in a daze and I hardly 
knew how I found myself in the big limou- 
sine going home. I remember seeing Dor- 
een coming down the stairs with her hair 
all tousled and lipstick smeared all over 
her mouth. Hal had kissed me as he helped 
me in the car and said: “You'll come 
again?” 

The next day . Sunday, I was 
ashamed. I realized I didn’t know Hal 
. . . I didn’t like to think that I had let 
a man whom I had just met kiss me. But 
when I remembered his caresses, my senses 
swam. But where would it lead? It was 
wrong. I felt, and I decided to go to my 
own church . perhaps things would be 
different there. Maybe Ted would ask me 
for another date. I had promised Aunt 
Helen to try to belong. 


UT IT WAS NO DIFFERENT than it 
had always been worse even, 
without Aunt Helen there to see that I was 
included in conversations. It seemed that 
everyone was involved in their own little 
circle and outside of a few polite words 
about my health, no one noticed me. After 
the sermon, the different groups went to 
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the classrooms. From the drift of the talk 
[ found out that the youth group were 
planning a dinner party at a big restau- 
rant ... but for couples. Ted was there 
and although I saw him looking at me, he 
didn’t ask me for a date. 

Doreen had given me her telephone num- 
ber and when I got home I called her, and 
we made an appointment to go to Dr. Or- 
lando’s together that night. 

Doreen and I became good friends after 
that. “It’s a big honor,” she told me, “to 
be asked to the parties on Saturday night.” 

But she was reluctant to tell me about 
what she called “the inner circle rites.” 
That was why Hal and I had been left 
alene after the act between the dancers. 
Doreen said that a new girl wasn’t initi- 
ited into the inner circle at first. “They 
have to be sure you are capable of accept- 

g it. Then you are assigned a love part- 
ner. Gordon is mine and Hal will probably 
be yours.” 

Ihe next Saturday, Doreen and I were 
invited to Dr. Orlando’s. There was an- 
other act between two almost naked danc- 
ers that night, and afterward Hal and I 
were the only couple left in the room. I 
found myself responding to his kisses. It 
was strange. I knew I didn’t love him, yet 
each time he kissed me I found myself 
relaxing a little more. 

That night going home in the big car, I 
was too preoccupied with my own feelings 

notice that Doreen wasn’t her usual 

chattering self. I remembered it Jater, but 
that night I rolled down the window and 
let the clean fresh air sweep over my face. 
[ kept thinking of Ted and the other kids 
in the Youth Group. There’d been another 
beach party that afternoon. I’d been in- 
vited, but I hadn’t wanted to spend the 

urs trying to think of something to say, 
feeling awkward and tongue tied. It was 
easier to go to Dr. Orlando’s. Hal had 
listened attentively to anything I said no 
matter how dull it sounded to me. 

The next Saturday, I called Doreen’s 
number in the afternoon. We’d made a 
late to go shopping for new dresses to 
wear that night at Dr. Orlando’s. I got no 
inswer, and hearing the whirring sound of 
the buzzer, I got a funny feeling. It was 
trange she’d forget. I went around to her 
:partment and rang the bell several times. 
No one answered, but I was sure I heard 
the sounds of muffled sobs, so I called her 
name several times. 

“Oh go away and let me alone,” her 
voice was hoarse and gutteral. 

“Let me in,” I pleaded with her. “Are 
you sick?” There was no answer and I 
turned to see the landlady coming down 
the hall. 

‘Do you know what’s wrong with Dor- 
en?” | asked. 

‘No,” she said, a worried frown creasing 

forehead. “She hasn’t been out of her 
ipartment for three or four days now. Are 
su a friend of hers?” 

‘Well, I thought I was, but she won’t let 
The landlady shrugged. “I guess 
there’s nothing you can do then.” 


me in.’ 


That night Doreen wasn’t in the car. I 
was worried about her and I made up my 
mind that the next day I would go over 
and get the landlady to unlock the door if 
Doreen still refused to let me in. 

“How lovely you look,” Hal said as we 
danced. “Is that a new dress?” 

“Yes,” I said, “but I almost didn’t get 
this one. The zipper stuck on another 
dress I was trying on and the saleslady 
had to practically take the dress apart to 
get me out of it. I thought I’d have to buy 
it. 

Hal laughed and held me closer in his 
arms. Why, I wondered, was it so easy 
to talk to him? Why couldn’t Ted and I 
have been like that? I looked around the 
room at the other girls . . . I recognized 
some who had been shy and reserved like 
I was at first. They were all having a good 
time. But why hadn’t Doreen come? That 
bothered me. Poor Doreen, she had no 
family . . . her whole life was wrapped 
up in these nights she spent at Dr. Orlan- 
do’s. 

The dance between two West Indian 
performers was more suggestive than on 
any of the other nights. Afterwards, I 
found myself responding with a madly 
beating heart to Hal’s kisses. He pulled 
me to my feet and led me to a room. We 
sat down on a couch. “Bessie,” Hal’s lips 
were against my throat, “you are so lovely, 
so sweet, darling you won’t be sorry... .” 

“No, please, please . . .” I cried. 

He didn’t stop... “It’s a part of our 
religion . the inner circle . . . God 
meant women for love . . . complete fulfill- 
ment will make a different person of you 
. . . let me show you what love can 
mean. .. ” He was kissing my shoulder, 
pressing himself against me... . 

Suddenly the whole, horrible realization 
of what being in the inner circle meant 
swept over me . no wonder Doreen 
hadn’t wanted to tell me. Then, I knew in 
a blinding flash what must have happened 


to her .. . Why she had been crying. . 
Oh, poor lonely Doreen! And Hal... 
suddenly I was revolted by him... . I 


wrenched myself away from him. I had to 
get away from this place . . . help Doreen 
if I could.... 

Hal grabbed me closer in his arms. 
“Don’t be a little fool,” he said. “I’ve spent 
a lot of time trying to make you see the 
light . . . you be nice to me and I'll make 
it worth your time . . . you won’t have to 
work anymore. . . .” His voice was harsh, 
his hands were brutal, tearing at my 
avess. . . « 

With the last ounce of my strength I 
pushed him away. I ran for blocks after 
I got out of the house. When I found a 
taxi, I asked the driver to take me to 
Doreen’s. 

I sat there with my hands over my face, 
feeling nauseated, sickened . . . oh how 
could I have been such a fool as to have 
kept on going to that place? I'd felt all 
along that it was wrong... how could I 
have turned to anything so evil when I’d 
had the chance to be with decent people 


like Ted Farnsworth and his sister Julie 
. . . people like Uncle Tom, Aunt Helen, 
Reverend Dawson and his wife? I remem- 
bered all the things those people, my own 
kind, had tried to do for me . . . my job, 
my apartment had come from my associa- 
tion with them. And what had I tried to 
do for them? Nothing . . . I had just sat 
back, wallowing in my shyness . . . using 
it as an excuse in my weakness, until it 
had led to this. I took my handkerchief 
out and scrubbed at my face trying to 
wash away the feeling of Hal’s kisses, 
Then I straightened ... there was one 
thing I could do. Doreen ...I had to 
help her. 

At Doreen’s apartment, I hammered on 
the door . . . there was no answer. I ran 
down to the landlady’s apartment. “I know 
something is wrong with Doreen,” I told 
her, “please open her door.” 

“Well, I don’t feel that it’s any of my 
businesss . . . but if you insist .. .” 

We found Doreen stretched on the bed, 
her face swollen and blue, breathing in 
shallow gasps. 

At the emergency hospital, they said 
she’d taken sleeping pills. A further di- 
agnosis revealed that she was suffering the 
after effects of an abortion and was on the 
verge of blood poisoning. She’d taken the 
pills one after another in an attempt to 
ease the terrible pain. 

The police were called in then. When 
Doreen was able to talk, she told them how 
she’d been enticed under the disguise of 
religion into illicit love affairs. It was 
humiliating, but somehow I found the cour- 
age to answer all the questions asked me 
by the detectives assigned to the case. All 
through the ordeal I felt my voice choking 
up ... I wanted to hide my head and 
never speak another word, but I got 
through it. 

Dr. Orlando was exposed as the leader 
of a notorious love cult. The papers told 
how he’d made money from wealthy men 
by introducing them to ignorant and inex- 
perienced young women who were then led 
astray under the disguise of religion. 

Through the influence of Uncle Tom and 
the Reverend Dawson the trial was held 
behind locked doors, and my name and the 
names of other young girls were kept out 
of the papers. 

I thought at first that I would never be 
able to go back to my own church and 
hold my head up again. It was during the 
trial that I realized something that helped 
me. Hal was revealed as a wealthy, so- 
phisticated man, an art collector who had 
traveled all over the world. He was evil 
and had meant me no good, and it had 
been foolish and wrong to respond to his 
kisses. But I learned one thing . . . if I 
could talk and act natural around such a 
man, then I certainly could do the same 
thing around decent people like Ted, his 
sister Julie and the rest of them. 

I’m a working member of the Youth 
Group now. I’m on committees, I take 
part in the discussions. Oh, sometimes I 
find myself choking up . . . I don’t know 
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talk about Jim being eighteen, with other 
more important things to think of, and to 
do. Later, when I heard her talking with 
Dad, and with Mrs. Hartford, I knew it 
was part of a plot among them, to separate 
Jim and me. “Cynthia must realize Jim 
can’t go on being Big-brother to her any 
longer,” Mom told each of them. “They’ve 
outgrown kids days—it’s too—too danger- 
ous for each of them.” 

Dad chuckled, “Well, it won’t be easy 
on either of them. They’ve practically be- 
come twins. Maybe though he’ll like a rest 
from her. He’s certainly had a work out, 
t he must have liked it for he stuck to 

Then with a deeper chuckle, he con- 
tinued, “Will you ever forget the time she 
scared the wits out of us, when we were 
at Maebelle’s wedding—and she walked 
that old fence, tumbling off onto broken 
glass? If Jim at twelve, hadn’t had the 

onderful presence of mind to use a tour- 
niguet on her arm, before the doctor got 
there, she’d have bled to death.” 

\iom laughed. “And the time she chased 
that stray cat up that old apple tree—both 
of them getting scared when they got up 

gh? Jim had to call the fire department 
for ladders to rescue her.” 

The folks had many laughs over the 
trouble I made for Jim, and admired Jim’s 
wonderful loyalty to me. But now, we had 
grown up—the years had suddenly come 
between us like a high fence over which 
neither of us could climb to the other be- 
cause we were being restrained. 

Added to this plot our folks worked out 
for what they considered our own good, 
was the fact that Jim went away to college. 
rhis meant he was home only on holidays, 
and that brief time was to be spent with his 
parents, or if I saw him, it was in the 
presence of either his or my folks, which 
naturally cramps one’s style. During sum- 
mer vacations, Jim worked long hours in 
he city to contribute to his college expense 
and he wasn’t around much. On top of 
that we both felt constrained by this new 

tup, and in addition, Jim was heckled by 

mother to stop burying himself in 
books, and get out and date. 

\s the campaign to keep us apart went 
on, Mom pushed me into all sorts of activi- 
ties, lessons in singing. music, horseback 
swimming, anything to keep me 
busy and to divert me from Jim. 

lhe summer I was getting to be eight- 
een, community building around us, was 
it its peak. It was creating quite a bit of 
local excitement too, and a lot of us girls 
watched every house to see the new people 

)ving in, and we kept close tab on wheth- 
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er any boys our age moved in. It was pretty 
exciting, but next door to us, was the most 
exciting activity of all. A big, imposing 
brick house was going up fast, grander too, 
than anything in our suburb, with sun 
decks, awnings, landscaping—and believe 
it or not—a swimming pool! 

The girls envied me living next door and 
being able to watch it go up brick by 
brick; see the furniture being moved in; 
and then, a family coming, a man and 
woman of middle age, and two girls, one 
about my age, and the other a little young- 
er. 

Everyone wondered if these new people 
whose home outranked any in the suburb, 
would want to be neighborly. But I didn’t 
worry much about that not until one 
morning when I awakened to glance out 
of my bedroom window, and diagonally 
across, parked in front of the new house, 
was a fawn-colored convertible, shiny with 
chromium. I gasped and Mom who was 
upstairs came and looked. 

“Do you suppose it belongs to the 
girls?” 

Mom shrugged. Then as we watched, a 
slight, dapper young man, in a blue sport 
outfit came bounding out of the house, into 
the car, waved, and zoomed off. 

“Mon, did you see him—and that car?” 

“Of course—but I can still take a normal 
breath,” Mom retorted coolly. 

I couldn’t for at least ten minutes. 

From then on I watched that car. Morn- 
ings, evenings, it was there. Neighborhood 
gossip supplied information. The car be- 
longed to Larry Dix, the only son in the 
family. He was a disc jockey in the city. 

I was terribly excited. And then, one 
evening, about a week later, I met with 
some of my friends at the library, to report 
all I had been observing. When we finally 
parted, the girls were seeing me off, stand- 
ing at the top of the series of steps in front 
of the library and I ran down the steps, 
onto the street. As I did this—who should 
drive up but Larry Dix himself, in that 
wonderful car. 

He saw me and stopped the car on a 
dime. “Want to ride home, neighbor?” 

I all but swooned. As I say, the girls 
were there, hearing, seeing everything. It 
was sensational. It was like something you 
dream about but never dare hope it could 
happen to you. 

Naturally, I tried to act casual about it, 
as if I were used to riding in new convert- 
ibles everyday with boys as exciting as 
Larry. So, I settled myself, waved to the 
girls, and we were off. 

“I suppose you know I’m Larry Dix, 
just as I know you’re Cynthia Brown.” 

My eyes widened in surprise. I wouldn’t 
have expected him to notice me if he had 
run over me, and here he even knew my 
name—and obviously some of my little 
habits or he’d not have found me at the 
library. He saw my look and laughed. 
“Say, I don’t miss pretty girls, not one, 
ever! I can spot one miles off.” 


He gave me a careless sidewise smile, 
and stepped on the gas. 

I tried to be polite and neighborly, so I 
asked about his sisters. “Oh, Amy and 
Lou? Why don’t you come in and meet 
them now? They'd like to know you. 
They're strangers here. Maybe you'd like 
to swim in our pool.” Then grinning imp- 
ishly, he added, “And I’d love to see you 
in a bathing suit.” 

I lowered my eyes self-consciously. | 
was embarrassed, none of the boys in our 
crowd were so daring. I didn’t want to 
appear unsophisticated, but I was disturb- 
ed. He must have seen this and teased me. 

“Don’t worry—I just like to stir that 
little puritan soul of yours to watch those 
long, dark lashes flutter—like butter- 
flies—” 

I didn’t call on his sisters that evening. 
Instead I talked to my folks about it. Mom 
was uncertain. “It’s our duty as estab- 
lished neighbors to call on them—first—- 
but somehow, I have a feeling they aren’t 
interested in being neighborly. I mean 
the older folks. Mrs. Dix must be a career 
woman, she goes into the city everyday 
with her husband—and the boy does—the 
girls don’t seem to.” 

“The girls might be glad to have com- 
pany,” I suggested. 

Mom was not sure. I should wait. Dad 
agreed. 

I was curious, terribly curious. I won- 
dered what it was like in the Dix home. 
Everyone over there seemed always buzzing 
around, hurrying here and there, off in all 
directions. And I did want to see more of 
Larry. He was exciting, stirred one up. I 
knew the phone would soon start ringing, 
the girls of my crowd would call to find 
what he was like. They’d be positively 
green with envy. 

I did get some calls, and I maneuvered 
pretty well, to appear casual, not so much 
because I wanted to impress the girls, but 
the folks were around, and I didn’t want 
them to know how wildly fluttery I really 
was, they’d have thought it silly and lec- 
tured me. I went right upstairs, to dream 
about Larry, and to try combing my hair 
up to see if it would make me look more 
worldly. Suddenly, I thought of something. 
I called down to Mom to ask if Jim had 
seen me come up in Larry’s car. 

Mom didn’t answer for a bit, then as I 
was about to repeat the question, she said, 
“Why?” Her tone was sharp. 

“Oh, nothing—nothing at all—only— 
I hope so. I just hope he did.” 

I heard Dad clear his throat, rattle his 
paper, and I tiptoed to the head of the 
stairs. He growled low but I heard him. 
“Seems she wants him to be jealous—what 
is this?” 

I tossed my head and stalked off. Jealous 
—nonsense! Why should I ever be inter- 
ested in Jim? Kid stuff—neighborly stuff 
—but that was over and forgotten now. 
Maybe I'd taken it hard all of these years 
we were being literally pulled apart, but 
now—suddenly—it didn’t matter. 
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I began having fantastic visions of my- 
self on Larry’s arm, in the radio station 
where he worked, of his introducing me to 
interesting people of the world; of being 
with Larry at wonderful night clubs; with 
Larry—driving in the iidda—bie lips 
sweeping dangerously close to mine. 

For three days and nights I lived on 
these visions, not daring to believe he’d 
ever notice me again. But Saturday, while 
Mom was at her club meeting, the phone 
rang. I answered it. “Hello—gorgeous!” 

I all but swooned. Larry. I held tight, 
trying to be casual. 

“Say, how about a swim—I’m home— 
get veady.” 

I hedged. I had seen his sisters go away 
earlier. I didn’t know what to do. 

“Do your sisters want me?” 

“Oh, that—oh sure. And I do—definite- 
ly, positively—. But today, how about a 
trip to our place up at the lake? It’s not 
a long drive be back by dark if you have 
another date.” 

Mom wasn’t around to consult. 
take things into my own hands. 

“Sure, what time?” 

“Now—get ready. I'll drive up in front 
and wait—pop out when you’re ready.” 

I heard the convertible come up to our 
door before I was quite ready. I opened a 
front_ window in Mom’s room and called 
out. “Be out in a minute.” 

Larry waved, then turned on the radio, 
listened to a program. 

I came running downstairs, glancing 
hurriedly into the mantel mirror, straight- 
ening the ruffle about the neck of a very 
low cut pink sun dress. Just then the side 
door slammed and I heard footsteps in our 
kitchen. A low familiar whistle went 
through me. Jim—no one but Jim used 
that signal. He hadn’t, however, used i 
for years. 

I ran out into the kitchen, my gladness 
“What are 


I had to 


vanishing suddenly as it came. 
you doing here?” I demanded. 

“I saw a wolf stalking this place—” 

Jim eyed me soberly. He was certainly 
far from glamorous in his baggy old T 
shirt and faded shorts. For the first time 
in my life I felt critical of him. 

“Jim!” I was indignant. “You’ve got 
your nerve.” 

“You'll need nerve if you go out with 
him. I’ll loan you a little.” 

“No thanks. I don’t need your help.” 

I lifted myself haughtily. Jim gave me 
a disdainful look. “You always have need- 
ed my help. And I'll bet you'll need it 
again—and sooner than you think.” 

With that he grabbed one of my hands 
and pulled me roughly towards him. 
“Cynthia—you’ve not been around any, 
not with his kind. Let me tell you to watch 
your step—I’ve heard things I don’t like.” 

Jim’s eyes moved until the *y rested on my 
bare chest so much of it was exposed, that 
I suddenly hunched myself together in em- 
barrassment and he let my hand drop so 
hard it gave my whole body a sudden jerk. 


A horn sounded outside. Larry getting 
impatient. A sudden triumph flowed 
through me, I grinned impishly, and said, 
“You're jealous—Jim, I believe you hate 
him and that beautiful car—” 

“Oh shut up—” Jim glared at me. 

“Get out, you old policeman—when I 
need you—I'll send for you.” 

“You'll need me one of these days, so 
you’d better not drive me too far away, or 
T’ll not hear you when you cry for me.” 

His warning went through me with a 
chill. I stood there as he strode off. Some- 
thing was happening inside of me, some- 


thing sudden and violent. I began to 
tremble. And when the door slammed after 


Jim, I realized that for the first time in our 
lives, we had been quarrelling. Jim and I, 
who had never had a serious quarrel be- 
fore. 

Momentarily, I was glad to see him upset. 
The years of constraint between us seemed 
atoned for, a kind of revenge had occurred. 
While it was not his fault that we were no 
longer close, yet I seemed to blame him. 

Now, like an old watch dog. roused out 
of his corner, he’d come growling around. 
He thought I was in danger—and to this— 
I laughed to myself. The Dix’s were neigh- 
bors the same as the Hartfords had been 
for years. Jim should stop to think of that. 
Just because they were new didn’t mean 
we couldn’t trust them. Larry might be as 
good a playmate for grownup days as Jim 
had been in our youth. 

The horn honked again and I hurried, 
forgetting Jim and his reaction. Nor was 
there time, at all, that afternoon to think 
of Jim, for Larry was one to keep things 
lively. 

He not only chattered a lot, but we made 
a couple of stops, he had to have a drink 
or two, on the way, and laughed at me, for 
not having anything stronger than cokes. 

We got to the lake in mid-afternoon, 
drawing up on the graveled driveway, to 
a neat, well kept cottage with considerable 
privacy due to the trees and shrubs about 
it, and the distance it was from other cot- 
tages. Momentarily, I chided myself for 
my impulse in doing this, but I began to 
see that Larry wasn’t acting in the least bit 
secretive about the matter, and that I was 
just silly. He unlocked the cottage, told 
me what room to go to to change into my 
suit, and then he went off whistling. 

By the time I was changed he was back. 


“Just been down to the pier to look 
around.” He inclined his head towards the 
lake. “Everything looks o.k. Could take a 


if you like.” 
came in and suggested I 


boat ride later, 

With that he 
amuse myself with the radio in the big, 
while he changed. He 
came 


main living-room, 
was only gone a moment and when he 
out in his trunks, he carried me down to 
the lake in his arms. 

There was a good 
and we went in. We laughing 
and splashing. I looked around. Other 
cottages circled the lake, and other people 


diving board there, 


came up, 


were in swimming. 








I became more easy. 
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There was nothing to be nervous about. 

We had a swell time in the water, then 
Larry got out the small boat they have, and 
we scooted up and down the lake, and as 
the sun drew low, I reminded Larry of the 
time. 

I nough?” 

No, not that—but Mom will worry. I 
left a note—but she’s not used to me go- 
ing with men she doesn’t know.” 

He grinned. “She’d better start getting 
used to it—because I intend to get right 
neighborly.” 

Somehow, this struck me wrong. I 
didn’t beam to it as he expected, and he 
cowled at me. “What’s wrong with the 
idea?” 

“Oh, it’s a good one—” I faltered. 

[ guess Jim’s face rising before me at the 
word “neighborly” sort of threw me. I was 
uddenly lonely for him. 

But when we got into the car, Larry hit- 
ting up to seventy-five miles, there wasn’t 
time to think of anything else. He saw 
that I was nervous and he grinned. “Don’t 
you like the wind in your hair?” 

[ strained hard to smile agreeably, but 
he slowed down and patted my hand. 

We reached home about sundown. Larry 
uggested we have a date soen, one in the 
city, after his work some night that week, 

» we could go dancing. 

[ came in breathless. Mom and Dad 
were eating. I was really wound up, spill- 
ing out all that had happened with en- 
thusiasm that didn’t seem to touch them, 
in fact their lack of enthusiasm began 
chilling me and I was annoyed with them. 
[ thought they should be so proud and 
pleased at the conquest I’d made. Not an- 
other girl in my crowd had been able to 
do it 

I told them about his inviting me to the 
city to dance. 

But they only exchanged glances, as if I 
were but a child, and they had to commu- 
nicate secret, mysterious messages to one 
another. Mom said, “Well, it might be fun, 
only my dear, he doesn’t have a good repu- 
tation. None of his family does—they are 
pretty careless—I heard this at club this 
ifternoon—someone who knew them be- 
fore.” 

! snorted. “Oh, those gossipy old wom- 
en! Nobody here ever believes in getting 
outside this little shell of Willow Springs 

so he’s scared to trust any but his own 
neighbors or relatives—I think its stupid.” 

Dad gave me a reproving look. “We’ve 
worked out quite a wholesome and happy 
way of life here—” 

I was sorry and Mom sighed. “Well, 
Gene, I suppose she’ll have to find out 
things for herself—only I wish—” 

Dad interrupted, “I was talking to Jim 
this evening.” 

[ gave him a cold look. “He’s the one— 
Pll bet! Poison your minds about the 
Dix’s. Jealous. He came in here and made 
like an old watch dog aroused 


ad scene 


from his corner—I told him where to get 
off!” 
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“Cynthia! Your best friend? Jim has 
your good at heart—” 

I looked straight at Mom. “That’s a fun- 
ny speech from you. Why defend Jim— 
when you separated us—?” 

“Separated you? Child—you—oh my 
land. You still carrying resentments about 
that? You know perfectly well, it was the 
thing to do. That is out of fairness to each 
of you. You had to meet others, so did 
Jim—then if you find you don’t care for 
others as much—well—” 

“T’m not resentful” I interrupted her. 
“I’m glad. Now I have a chance with Lar- 
ry, if you all don’t turn into dogs in man- 
gers and drive him away.” 

I got up and left the table. Dad said, 
“This Larry business isn’t so good is it?” 

Mom replied, quietly, “No, but I don’t 
know what to do—for fear of doing the 
wrong thing.” 

I stayed in my room quite a while, pre- 
tending I had a headache. But finally, 
Grace and Marie called, and I told them 
about my afternoon. They fairly died of 
envy. This pepped me up, so I joined the 
folks on the front porch, and sat with them 
in the darkness, listening to the crickets, 
watching the fireflies dart around the 
honeysuckle that clambored over one end 
of the porch. 

As we sat there, the Hartford’s front 
screen slammed and we all, unconsciously, 
listened and waited. It was Jim, running 
down the steps, out to his car in front. 

My heart contracted, and as the motor 
started Dad said, “Dating—who?” 

I squirmed uncomfortably. Anger welled 
up, unaccountable anger. It was none of 
my business that he dated but somehow it 
bothered me. 

The car swung about, the headlights mo- 
mentarily sweeping onto our porch. The 
car moved-up the rise and stopped sudden- 
ly, in front of the Dix house. I stiffened in 
my chair. If Jim, in a fit of temper was 
going up there to have it out with Larry— 
it would be just too bad for Jim. I’d never 
forgive him. 

Dad must have thought the same. He 
got up, cleared his throat and said he 
thought he’d step out in front to get more 
air. I heard the car door slam, and as I 
waited, wringing my hands, I hated Jim. 
He had no business spoiling my life. Every- 
one about me was plotting to ruin every- 
thing for me. 

Presently, the motor started and Dad 
came in. 

“Didn’t he find anyone at home?” Mom 
asked, I knew she said this to ease me. 

Dad didn’t answer right away, but 
pranced uneasily, then stopped, “Well, 
maybe you all may as well know—Jim 
took out one of the girls.” 

“Jim? Jim? Took out one of the girls?” 
I almost screamed it out. I didn’t believe 
it. Dad insisted. 

Suddenly I wanted to cry, and I broke 
right down. Mom came and put her arms 
about me and led me to my room. “Cynthia 


what is wrong? Do you care that much for 
Jim?” 

“No, I do not! I hate him! And I'l] 
show him. I’m going out with Larry when- 
ever I please and wherever I please. I want 
Jim to know that I’m not sitting at home 
twiddling my thumbs—” 

Mom shook her head but I did go into 
the city for a dancing date with Larry that 
week. I guess the folks decided I needed 
bolstering up, and if it would revive my 
deflated ego, it might be worth the risk 
this once. 

Somehow, concern over Jim, and what 
he and the Dix girl might be doing, took 
some of the fun out of my trip to the city 
with Larry. Larry did introduce me to 
some studio folk, names I’d heard over the 
radio; he did take me to a couple of glam- 
orous dancing spots; and I even drank 
champagne for the first time, but nothing 
excited me quite as much as I had anti- 
cipated. 

The champagne, instead of really top- 
ping the evening for us made me giddy, 
and I guess kind of foolish. I know Lar- 
ry was annoyed with me when he tried, on 
the drive home, to kiss me seriously, and 
to make love to me. I only tittered and got 
drowsy. 

He did however, insist on a date for the 
following evening, a date to drive into the 
country and watch the moon rise. It struck 
me curiously, the next morning, when I 
recalled his anger with my lack of interest 
in love-making the night before, that he’d 
care to take me out again, and so soon. | 
recalled how disgusted he’d been when I 
merely giggled when he tried to make love, 
and how his lower jaw set firmly, and he 
said, “By God—who’d think it would work 
that way.” Anyway, we had a date right 
away again. 

Somehow, I wasn’t too eager for this 
date. Guess I was tired from the night be- 
fore, but Larry drove up and got me, at 
dusk, and we started out, neither of us say- 
ing anything. I tried not to notice as we 
drove past Hartfords whether or not there 
was any sign of Jim about, but I did see 
his car in front of the house. 

It was a beautiful night. The darkness 
was purplish—like before the moon rose; 
brilliant stars twinkled overhead; and with 
the top down, I could simply gaze into the 
sky until I lost myself. Beyond, in swampy 
areas, fireflies by the thousands lighted up 
making the earth look like patches of the 
sky. 

I tried to bring the conversation around 
to Larry’s sisters. It was a way to lead into 
a topic in which I wanted information. Jim 
and Amy. I heard some things from my 
crowd, but I wanted more information. Lar- 
ry however, wasn’t interested. He seemed 
terribly tense and impatient. 

Presently, he reached over, patted my 
knee saying, “Don’t let’s talk about anyone 
but you-—I have sisters with me always— 
and you only once in a while—not half 
enough.” 

The moon was rising now, so we turned 
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down a side road and Jim stopped the car. 
“Better watch it right here ‘ 

We looked at the moon together for a 
moment, then Jim turned to me, said he 
wanted to look into my eyes, to see if the 
moon was reflected in them. I let him look. 
He laughed. then tilted my head forward, 
under my chin. Of 
course he kissed me. Playfully at first. say- 

good, then kissing me again. 
he forgot the moon and put his 
him. 

His 
kisses were dangerous and I tried to draw 
back. 

He scowled did 
weren't so touchy last night.” 

I became frightened. I began to wonder 
exactly what had happened. 
the champagne making me groggy when 
we were on the way home, and [| thought 


by putting a finger 
ing it was 
Presently. 
arms about me, drawing me close t 
His lips were pressing hard on mine. 


when I this. “You 


I remembered 


I sort of dozed off. 

I was afraid to ask any questions. I 
tried hard to think what he meant and I 
couldn’t. 

Larry was persistent and I struggled. He 
stared at me, “Listen, is there anything to 
that little tale about you and Jim Hart- 
ford being—well—pretty close?” 

“No, of course not—I wouldn’t be out 
with you or anyone else if I wasn’t abso- 
lutely—free.” 

Larry narrowed his eyes on me. “O.K. 
I believe you—then cut the hard to get 
stufl—come on—let’s have fun.” 

Talking of Jim bothered me. It upset 
and angered me. I didn’t belong to Jim— 
at least he’d not shown he wanted me at 

Therefore, I was free to go where I 
pleased to do as I pleased—but Larry was 
already swinging the car around. I 
thought for a moment he was angry and 
was going to take me home and have done 
with me for ever. It was a humiliation I 
didn’t want to face, have the girls, and 
everyone know I was dropped. “Larry—” 
I smiled at him invitingly. 

He turned and looked at me. 
better—I’ve got an idea—” 

He lighted a cigarette, gave me one, then 
stepped on the gas. It wasn’t long until 
we reached the cottage. Once there, I be- 
gan to have misgivings. and the stillness of 
the place, when we turned off the motor 
eerie. It the kind of stillness 
where crumpling tissue paper might sound 
like a major upheaval. 

“Here’s the logical place to watch the 
lake. I shouldn’t have 
wasted time on the highway.” 

Larry helped me out of the car, saying, 
“Tm going to take the boat out. There’s 
that quiet little island I pointed out to you 
Saturday. We can find a grassy 
it and view the moon from there.’ 

I hesitated. “But I don’t think we should 
go there.” 

“Don’t be a drip! That’s where we 
should go. Besides, staying here might not 
be a good idea. Suppose Amy and that old 
boy friend of yours decide to drive out 
here, like they did Saturday night, then 
where'd we be?” 
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mostly waste, not good food! 

So to feel like a million, do as mil- 
lions do. Chew delicious FEEN-A-MINT. 
and feel full of life and energy! Get 
FEEN-A-MINT! 
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I stopped dead still. Jim and Amy— 


again? He must know. He spoke so con- 


fidently. My head began to pound. Jim 
driving in the moonlight with Amy—Jim 
telling her things that—well, I just 


couldn’t accept it, not from Jim. I had to 
put him out of my thoughts. I couldn’t 
bear it. 

Larry was watching me. His lip curled, 
“What you need is a drink. And by God 
you're getting it—” 

He grabbed me by the hand and drew 
me to the house ignoring my _ protests. 
Rummaging around in a cabinet, he 
brought out glasses, then a bottle. He 
mixed drinks while I sat on the edge of the 
divan and stared like something hypno- 
tized. 

He handed me a glass. “Drink it—be 
sood for what ails you.” 

I lifted the glass to my lips, hesitated. 
“Come on.” there was a sharpness in his 
oice that frightened me. I lifted the glass 
and drank half of its contents before I 
stopped. 

Larry drank part of his, then began to 
laugh. He was watching me, demanding I 
drink the rest. The stuff finally stopped 
burning, but my knees seemed weak, and 
nothing in the room stayed in focus. 

The next thing, I felt him near me, kiss- 
ing me, his arms tightening about me. I 
knew something was going to happen—and 
[ struggled. Larry held me tightly. But 
before he could quiet me, I lifted my head 
slightly. 

“T hear a car outside—” 

“Oh shut up—I know that old gag—you 
can’t distract me with it.” 

“But I do—” 

He released me slightly, and listened. 

he next instant he leaped to his feet. 

At the door stood Amy and Jim. They 
opened it and came in. Larry stood staring 
at them, “What the devil do you two want 
nosing around here?” 

Amy gave him an angry, disgusted look. 
“Larry—lI thought it would end up here—” 

I was on my feet, unsteadily, of course, 
smoothing my dress. 

Jim grabbed me by the hand, “Cynthia 
come with us—” 

Larry stepped up. “Let her be—she 
came with me because she wanted to—and 
she’s going back with me—” 

I glanced from one to the other. Jim’s 
jaw set hard. He dropped my hand and his 
fists clenched. Larry saw this and backed 
away slightly, turning on Amy, “You're a 
fine sister—big help aren’t you?” 

“Larry, for heaven’s sake—you know it 
isn’t right—Next week it will be some one 
pick on your own kind—” 

“So you're out protecting your neighbors 

sweet aren’t you darling?” He was fu- 
rious with Amy. “Besides, what sort of in- 
tentions did you two have—sort of annoyed 
because your style was cramped, aren’t 
vou?” 

Jim’s eyes flashed and he made a step 
towards Larry. Larry lifted up both hands 
before him, “Now, no hard feelings—just 


else 
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try to arrive at some understanding.” 

It was Amy who insisted we go. “There’s 
no use fussing with him. There will be 
other incidents like this. Only I didn’t 
want Cynthia to get into trouble—selfish 
I guess—” she sighed deeply, “you see we 
girls want to enjoy living here and being 
friendly with your group—and I want Lar- 
ry to let the girls alone—that’s why I 
went to Jim.” 

I began crying. “To think I hated you. 
I thought you and Jim being together 
meant the same thing—Larry tried to make 
our being together mean.” 

She patted my hand understandingly. 
“T suppose it did seem odd.” 

“Larry’s all right in his way. But he’s a 
good-time Charley. And he knows he can 
usually get girls crazy over him. He’s 
dangerous that way. That is, if you’re not 
his kind—” 

Jim came in with me after we dropped 
Amy off and this time Jim didn’t stop with 
being just neighborly. His arms went 
around me, his lips sought mine, and when 
he stopped. he said, “Cynthia—this is what 
we both need from each other—this is 
what’s been hard for both of us—doing 
without each other. Let’s settle every- 
thing right away—” 

When we told the folks the next morning 
we were going to be married right away— 
only a month off—they beamed. So did the 
Hartfords, and Jim said, “She needs me 
around to look after her. Always did—” 





Plump Girls Are Easier 
To Love 


(Continued from Page 6) 
ing dessert and turn down an appetizing 
morsel because the bathroom scales tipped 
the wrong way that morning, then those 
few extra years aren’t worth the sacrifice. 

I agree with the French writer and noted 
gourmet Brillat-Savarin, who observed 
that “since the Lord made man eat in 
order to live, He bestowed upon him the 
blessings of appetite and enjoyment of 
food.” 

I must admit that I did not always feel 
this way. There was a time when I went 
around half-starved and feeling self-con- 
scious about my size. I was not the “beef 
trust” type, mind you, but neither was I 
the slim, trim, streamlined fashion maga- 
zine type. All my life. from the time I 
was a roly-poly kid until I became a 
“buxom beauty.” “stylish stout” or how- 
ever you want to phrase it, everyone called 
me “Chubby.” There was nothing dis- 
paraging about this nickname or the way 
it was used, but it was a constant reminder 
that I was different from the rest of the 
girls. 

People who are plump are supposed to 
be always jolly and generally speaking we 
are good-natured folk, but it is not true 
that our adipose tissue is a shield that 
protects us against the jokes directed our 
way. A plump girl feels embarrassment 
and resentment at remarks about her size 
even though she may not show it, even 


join in the laughter of the crowd. Many’s 
the time I’ve traded wisecracks with some 
girl who was being especially catty and 
all the time crying on the inside. 

But that was when I was fighting the 
battle of the bulges and before I learned 
to live with myself. I was pretty miserable 
those days, I can tell you. My childhood, 
in which being plump was never a source 
of concern for me, had long since passed 
and I was in my late 20’s. Virtually all my 
girl friends were either married or en. 
gaged to be and it suddenly dawned on me 
that I was in danger of remaining a bach. 
elor girl—the modern term for old maid, 

How vividly I remember the afternoon 
we were making plans for my sister An. 
gela’s wedding and I happened to overhear 
the girls talking. I hadn’t meant to eaves. 
drop but I was returning to the living room 
with the iced tea I'd prepared for Angela’s 
friends when I heard my name mentioned, 
I stopped short when Karen, my sister's 
closest friend, said, 

“What’ll we do about Velma, Angie? 
Nobody wants to hurt her feelings,” she 
added quickly, “but—well, what'll we do 
with her?” 

My heart stopped beating for an instant 
as I waited for my sister’s reply. 

“She has to be one of the bridesmaids, 
there’s no way to get around that,” Angie 
said somewhat grimly. 

“But the way the list is now, she’s paired 
with Joe Williams and I wanted to march 
with him.” wailed Marge, a_ seductive 
looking redhead. 

“All the single girls would like to have 
Joe for an escort,” Karen said impatiently, 
“but we aren’t concerned with that now. 
The problem is how to fit Velma into the 
wedding ceremony and yet keep her from 
being so—so conspicuous.” 

“Maybe we could get her to go on a diet 
between now and the 15th,” Marge sug- 
gested brightly. 

Angie laughed shortly. “A lot of good 
that suggestion is! In the first place, 
Velma is too fond of eating, and in the 
second place, she’s one of those people 
who is just naturally—” 

I shook the tray a little and the rattle 
of the glasses warned them I was coming 
and the conversation immediately switched 
to another topic. It wasn’t the worst thing 
I'd heard said about me and ordinarily | 
would have forgotten the incident com 
pletely. But something in their smug atti 
tude aroused my anger, especially the way 
Marge seemed to take it for granted that 
only the way she felt about Joe William 
was of any importance. 

He was, as Karen had said, a very 4 
tractive and very eligible bachelor. But 
he had more or less played the field 
squiring first this girl, then another witl 
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out committing himself to any of them. Joe 
was a tall, slim, nice looking fellow wh 
had built up a very successful insuranet 
agency since coming to our town. Like al 
the other girls, I had a crush on him, but 
unlike most of them, who had eventuall) 
given up hope and married less elusitt 
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gen. 1 refused to admit to myself that I 
jidn't stand a chance. 

Of course, all this was the best kept 
geret in town. I did not dare let anyone 
inow how I felt about Joe—least of all, 
lee himself. We were good friends. having 
frst become acquainted when he was com- 
ing around to the house to see my sister. 
Angie was usually right in the middle of 
gtting dressed when Joe arrived and | 
would have to keep him entertained until 
che came down. I remember how shy I was 
the first time we found alone 
together, but Joe was such a nice fellow 


ourselves 


that he put me at ease and we were soon 
sod friends. It got so that I resented it 
when Angie’s entrance ended our conver- 
sations and I had to stand back and en- 
viously watch them leave on their date. 

I never did find out why Joe and Angie 
suddenly broke off, but it was shortly after 
[realized that I was in love with Joe and 
that for me there could never be another. 
While waiting for Angie, we were chatting 
about music, one of the many things we'd 
discovered we had in common. Eventually 
the conversation got around to dancing 
and Joe suggested we play some records 
and dance. Just the thought of him hold- 
ing me in his arms made me weak and it 
seemed that I was more self-conscious than 
ever about my size. 

But Joe insisted that I be his partner 
fora romantic instrumental number and I 
gave in. He held me close and we had 
taken only a few gliding steps when he 
said in a surprised voice. “You’re a won- 
derful dancer, Velma! So light on your 
feet and so soft. What I mean is—you’re 
not at all like Angie and the other girls.” 


KNEW WHAT he meant. 

a slim, almost boyish figure. and I was 
aware that neither she nor her friends 
could match my ample curves. Joe’s frank 
admiration of my full-blown type of figure 
made me feel good of course. but I couldn’t 
forget that compared to my_pencil-slim 
sister _I was almost matronly in 
ance. The music stopped, but Joe did not 
release me. He stood there. his arms en- 
circling me studying my face as if he were 
seeing me for the first time. 

“Gosh, you’re cute!” he breathed. 

The tone of his voice was sincere and 
for a fleeting second I allowed myself the 
luxury of accepting his compliment. Then 
it was spoiled by the memory of an inci- 
dent that occurred when Angie and I were 
kids. We were visiting our Uncle Herbie, 
who had a son about my age. I liked my 
uncle and I was his favorite. but my cousin 
was a little stinker. Uncle Herbie was 
bouncing me on his knee, as he often did. 
and remarked how cute he thought I was. 
My cousin nudged Angie and grinned. 

“Cute—like a baby elephant!” he wise- 
cracked, 

It was just the thoughtless remark of a 
smart aleck kid, but it made such a deep 
and lasting impression on me that I could 
si Teact normally to Joe’s friendly over- 
ures, 


Angie had 


appear- 


I pulled away from him and cried, “You 
don’t have to make fun of me!” Then I 
turned and ran out of the room to be 


alone with my humiliation and confused 
thoughts. 
It was not long afterwards that 


and Joe sort of drifted apart and now my 


Angie 


sister was about to marry another man. Of 
course. none of the girls mentioned it after 
I knew they 
all concerned with the problem of me being 


I entered the room but were 


“too conspicuous” at the wedding cere- 
mony. In my heart I felt myself to be just 
as nice looking as any of my slim-silhou- 
etted friends. They did not know that I 
had gone through the tortures of trying to 
shed enough weight to streamline my fig- 
ure. 

When it turned out that Angie and Joe 
decided they weren't meant for each other 
after all, I decided it was time for me to do 
something about my secret love for Joe. 
My first idea was to drastically reduce the 
amount of food I ate each day. I stayed 
up in my room when dinner was served, 
but the aroma of food and the gnawing 
pains in the region of my stomach soon 
convinced me that the answer to my prob- 
lem was not just to stop eating. 

So I sent off to a daily newspaper for 
the 18-day diet I'd read about. One look 
at the menus it suggested almost changed 
my mind about the whole thing. but I 
gritted my teeth, took another notch in my 
belt and swore I would go through with it 
if it killed me. It very nearly did. 

I vividly recall my family’s reaction 
when I refused a second helping of meat 
and potatoes. 

“Don’t you feel well. Velma. honey?” my 
mother asked, studying me closely. 

“T feel all right.” I replied. “I’m just 
not hungry. that’s all.” 

Mother shook her head doubtfully and 
Dad stared at me and commented, “Maybe 
it’s the heat. It sort of took the edge off 
my appetite. too.” 

But when I passed up dessert—jello with 
thick 
concerned. 

“Why don’t you leave her alone?” Angie 
said, a knowing smile on her lips, “I'll bet 
I know what the answer is. There’s only 
one thing that would make Velma start 
counting her calories—a 


cream—my parents really became 


man!” 

Dad’s eyebrows shot up and Mother 
exclaimed. “Well!” I turned on my sister 
angrily. “Nobody asked your opinion!” 

“Who is the lucky fellow?” Angie cooed. 

“You're so smart, suppose you tell me!” 
I snapped. 

[ stayed on that diet less than half the 
Wheat 


for wheat cakes with lots of butter. I dis- 


18 days. germ was no substitute 
covered. So I decided to try some of the 
pills advertised in so 
places. I don’t know exactly what did the 
trick, I tried so many different systems. but 
by the end of the month I’d managed to 
lose almost 15 pounds. 

However, things did not turn out quite 
as I had hoped. When I made my first pub- 
svelte 
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a Laxative Like This 


Only nature makes possible a laxative like 
Nature’s Remedy! For the laxative elements in 
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when you use Nature’s Remedy, you are not 
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When you try Nature’s Remedy, see how 
gently it works without even disturbing your 
sleep—bringing you thorough relief in the 
morning without griping or unpleasant effects. 

Get a 25¢ box of NM today. (It contains 25 
tablets.) If you don’t notice the wonderful 
difference immediately and if you don’t find 
that you do not need to increase dosage with 
this wonderful laxative—send unused portion 
of the box to us and we will refund your 
money, plus postage. 
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cure. it was at a dance where I knew Joe 
ould be. It was disappointing enough 
‘hen he passed me twice in the crowd 

ithout recognizing me, but when he did 

ee me and asked politely if I had been 
I almost died. And for the rest of the 
evening. although we danced several times 

id spent considerable time together, not 
once did he express admiration for my 
‘new look.” 

[hat finished it for me. The only reason 
| had subjected myself to the pain and 
rouble of reducing was to catch the eye 
of the man I loved, but there I was as slim 
and trim as Angie herself and the only 
comment Joe could make was an expres- 
sion of concern for the state of my health. 
The next day I went back to my regular 
way of life—salads with plenty of mayon- 
naise, French fries and steaks. and all the 
other tasty dishes I had denied myself for 
so long. 

Now. with Angie’s wedding barely a 
week away. I was back to normal and had 
no intention of trying to remake myself. If 
the girls decided to put Joe with Marge 
and relegate me to the background, well 
that was the way it would have to be. I 
had finally made myself content with the 
Fate had destined me to be. 

The day of the wedding was full of the 
hectic excitement that goes with such oc- 
easions and I had no chance to talk much 
with Joe or to think about myself. Angie 
was the center of attention, it was her big 
day. and I guess some of her happiness 
rubbed off on me. At any rate, people 
told me later that they had never seen me 
beaming so contentedly before. I must say 
that I felt beautiful that day. 

After the ceremony came the dramatic 
moment when the bride tosses her bouquet 

her attendants and the tradition is that 
the lucky girl who catches it will be the 
next to get married. Her eyes sparkling 
ind smiling happily, Angie stood on the 
steps of the chapel and tossed her bouquet 
into the air. Marge. Karen and the other 
bridesmaids strained forward, elbowing me 
ut of the way. 

But the flowers sailed over their heads 
ind landed unexpectedly in my arms. No 
one was more surprised than I, but a 
moment later. seeing who it was who had 
aught the bridal bouquet, a titter of 
imusement rippled through the onlookers 
ind I felt like dropping it. However, a 
moment later. I saw Joe push his way 

ward me and then put his arm pro- 

ctively around me. 

Let’s give them something to really 

izz about.” he whispered, and planted a 
fleeting kiss on my cheek. 

[ saw the adoring look in his eyes, the 
ok I had longed for when I had slimmed 
lown in the vain hope of winning his ap- 
proval, and I realized that he loved me as 
I loved 


way 


him. 


\TER—after we were married—Joe 
confided that. like most men, he pre- 


ferred women “with some meat on their 


bones.” He said that while he was playing 
the field, the fashionably slender girls were 
all right, but that when it came time to 
settle down. 1 was what he wanted. 

I think there is a trend away from the 
female figure that borders on the skinny 
side. If there is. the males will be the 
first to say, “It’s about time!” After all, 
Venus de Milo was no size 12. They say 
that famed dress designer Elsa Schiapa- 
relli, watching some of her models posing, 
suddenly exploded, “Where are the hips? 
Where are the bosoms? Designers forget 
that women are females!” 

And those of us who can’t boast a 22- 
inch waistline are in good company. from 
singers Dorothy Maynor to Ella Fitzgerald 
and actresses Louise Beavers to Ethel Wa- 
ters. Moreover, we possess amorous qual- 
ities that other women lack. according to 
many scientists and writers. 

“Fat women are fat because they do not 
restrain themselves in the things that give 
them pleasure,” declares Dr. Julian Lewis, 
author of the medical textbook, Biology of 
the Negro. “The overeating that fattens 
them shows a lack of inhibitions and above 
average sexual proclivities naturally fol- 
low because the two usually run together.” 

A famous French philosopher goes even 
further, stating that “Only a person who 
appreciates fine cooking can thoroughly 
savor a skillful kiss. For love, like a 
dainty morsel of food, is a gustatory deli- 
cacy. . . It is dangerous to court a belle 
who does not like to eat; you will in- 
evitably find her disappointing.” In other 
words. Plump Girls Are Easier to Love! 

Personally. my advice to women who are 
starving themselves and undergoing all 
sorts of torture in order to catch a man 
would be, “Eat what you like and be happy, 
but don’t overdo it. Be sure that when you 
catch your man, he’s able to carry you 


across the threshold.” THE END 


Famous Feuds In 


Show Business 
(Continued from Page 37) 

Willie finally got his big break when 
Ethel Waters picked him for the role of 
Gilly Bluton in her Broadway stage smash 
hit. Mamba’s Daughters. But long before 
this, Cooper had jumped out as one of the 
top stars in the all-colored moving picture 
world. He played suave gangster and lover 
boy roles in a number of films made by 
Harry Popkin of Hollywood and in at 
least a couple by the late Negro pioneer 
producer, Oscar Michaux. Willie Bryant 
at length got in his own innings before the 
cameras, starring in several pictures in- 
cluding the Henry (Hammerin’ Hank) 
Armstrong life story and sundry hoodlum 
films. 

That there was bad blood between the 
pair was evidenced on many occasions in 
recent years. Willie became a radio disc 
jockey and emcee in Harlem and as such, 
the first Negro on a national radio net- 
work with his own live variety show. the 
Harlem Hospitality Hour WOR- 
Mutual. In between, he headed his own 





over 


floor shows at such places as the Elks 
Rendezvous. Murrain’s Cabaret and _ the 
Club 845 in the Bronx. Right behind hin 
and sometimes ahead of him was Ralph 
Cooper with his own shows and comedy 
turns. 

Bryant then girded his loins for the sy. 
preme effort and scored another first as the 
producer and emcee of his own television 
show in New York, a live. all-Negro pro. 
duction that featured a line of Club Zan. 
zibar. Smalls Paradise and Elks Rendez. 
vous cuties, a name band with Bill Dogger 
at the piano and such variety acts as Bo. 
jangles Robinson. Ella Fitzgerald. Maxine 
Sullivan, Billy Eckstine, the Four Step 
Brothers. Stump and Stumpy and the 
Nicholas Brothers. Today. Willie broad. 
casts his radio show nightly from the win. 
dow of the Baby Grand night club in West 
125th Street. 

At a later time, Cooper also moved into 
radio and television with an all-night broad. 
cast that once emanated from the Palm 
Cafe on 125th St. in Harlem and finally, 
into the spotlight as a producer and direc. 
tor of his own television shows. But time 
has eventually dulled the once white hot 
dislike of Bryant for Cooper and _ vice 
versa. Today they are fairly good friends. 

From their first look at each other, 
famed midgets Frankie Dee and Peewee 
Marquette, currently the emcee at Bird- 
land on Broadway, took a violent dislike 
for one another. It has often been remarked 
that midgets possess fiery tempers and 
give vent to them more readily when an- 
other midget moves on the scene. Peewee, 
a native of Birmingham, came to New York 
with a lifetime of show business elsewhere 
behind him. After moving permanently 
into the Hotel Theresa, he became one of 
the better known characters of New York’s 
night life. His first bigtime jobs were in 
“Swing Lane” on 52nd Street. 

Frankie Dee, on the other hand, is a 
college man, and when he settled in Har- 
lem as the husband of pretty actress Ruby 
Dee, he became nationally known as a 
salesman for a popular brand of whiskey. 

Frequent agitation by mutual friends of 
the midgets almost caused them to come to 
blows as bandleaders like Count Basie, 
his ex-manager, Maceo Birch, trumpeter 
Buck Clayton, Earl Hines, Willie Bryant. 
Wynonie Harris and Dwight (Gatemouth) 
Moore—before he got religion—kept the 
little fellows riled up. No one was able 
to satisfactorily explain the hostility be- 
tween them that some believe still exists. 

Some show life feuds arouse such bitter 
animosities that somebody gets hurt. This 
was the situation a number of years ago 
when Cab Calloway and his orchestra. 
aboard ship for Europe, almost never got 
there. A young trumpet player from South 
Carolina. named John Birks Gillespie, pe™ 
mitted his temper to flare out of control to 
be followed by his body, a knife in his fist, 
after the nimble Mister Calloway who was 
hard put with all his agility to keep from 
being made into a hunk of diced tenderloin 
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iy the angered Mr. Gillespie, better known 
way as “Dizzy.” 

Cab Calloway was also the main attrac- 
jon in another feud that erupted into an 
tual boxing bout promoted in a Chicago 
yrena. It was in the days when the Hi-De- 
Ho prince was flitting around Chicago's 
sight life rialto on 35th Street near South 
Parkway. emceeing at the Sunset or Plan- 
tation Club, whichever joint needed a mas- 
ter of ceremonies. Cab was “hot” in those 
days. but so was another, tall, fair-com- 
plexioned young man with “blow hair.” 
He was the ubiquitous “Red” Roscoe Sim- 
mons, son of the famous orator, the late 
Col. Roscoe Conkling Simmons. 

“Red” had a Broadway reputation, hav- 
ing been the only Negro performer in such 
New York speak easy spots as Lou Rich- 
mond’s famed Club Lido. He also played 
the Cotton Club and others. It just hap- 
pened that Cab and Red were in town 
together, but no two performers ever 
showed as much hostility toward the other 
than this pair. Women swooned at even 
the mention of Cab or Red and to say that 
the boys didn’t like that would be to tell 
a real tall one. 

The mutual jealousy finally reached the 
boiling point and Cab challenged Red to a 
fist fight after the latter had “cruised” 
Cab’s favorite girl from under his nose 
one night at the Sunset where Louis Arm- 
strong was playing on the stand. 

At this point, Ralph Cooper bounced 
into the picture. He was heading his own 
hand at the Regal Theater and was riding 
a popularity crest himself. Ralph, hearing 
of the forthcoming fist fight, went to Negro 
promoter Fred Irvin who was staging an 
amateur tournament at the Eighth Regi- 
ment Armory. Irvin at once agreed to put 
the Cab Calloway—Red Roscoe Simmons 
three rounder as the feature bout on his 
card. 

Ralph, always an “angle man,” was re- 
ported to have accepted a sizable slice 
of the box office receipts for thinking up 
the bout. Calloway and Simmons, of 
course, got nothing being “amateurs.” 

For weeks afterward, the rivals “trained” 
diligently for the fight. Cab hired a pro- 
fessional trainer and half a dozen spar- 
mates, worked out daily in Eddie Nichols’ 
Gym and trotted around Washington Park 
every morning. Even during his act. Cab 
often stopped, thumbed his nose rapidly 
as he snorted through his nostrils to let 
the audience know he was in training for a 
fight. 

On the other hand, Red Roscoe drank 
all the gin his pals would buy him. smoked 
cigarets at the rate of three packs a day, 
never went home after his night’s work and 
looked as though he was about to fall apart 
when he was led into the armory ring the 
night of the fight. Clad in a tattered bath- 
tobe he had brought from home, Red 
teetered on wobbly legs made so by a last 
minute swig on a gin bottle, as the referee 
gave the “fighters” their instructions. 

Cab was “sharp” for the bout. His hair 


gleamed under the arc lights. He wore 
a brand new pair of boxing shoes. expen- 
sive, hand-stitched trunks and a robe that 
was also spanking new and which couldn't 
have cost less than $75. He looked in the 
pink of condition. he fairly glowed with 
health. His muscles looked like a weight- 
lifter’s. His chest and fell in 
cadence and he bubbled with eagerness for 


rose even 
the fray. 

The armory 
with night life. sports, theatrical and other 
Musicians 


was jammed to capacity 
characters plus their women. 
were on hand to see the two maestros en- 
gaged in combat and reports were out that 
one musician—the late Jimmy Noone, bet 
$3.000 that Cab would be the victor. 

The bell rang. Cab came shuffling out 
of his corner, his hands up, snorting loud- 
ly through his nostrils. his chin buried on 
He was almost across the 
ring before Roscoe stood up unsteadily 
and wobbled forward. The few who had 
money on him groaned in dismay. 

“Red’s about to fall on his face even 
before the fight starts,” howled one ring- 


his shoulder. 


sider. 

“That whiskey sure don’t want to help 
him win this one,” wisecracked another. 

“All Cab’s gotta do is blow at him hard 
and he’s champ,” a dancer snorted. 

Cab swung a whistling overhand right 
at his swaying opponent. It just missed as 
Roscoe lobbed his head out of reach. Red 
in return. swung a vicious haymaker that 
caught Cab flush on the nose. The beak 
began spilling blood all over the ring, 
drenching Cab’s brand new pants as he 
hit the canvas with a resounding smack. 

The referee began the count as Cab 
rolled over and tried to get up but sank 
down again. His handlers rushed to him 
and helped him back to his corner. His 
nose still bled profusely as the referee 
raised Red’s hand in a token of victory. 


N LATER YEARS, Cab and Roscoe be- 

came the best of friends. Both recall 
the fight and will tell the story of it at the 
drop of a hat. Cab, however, insists “I 
would have whipped him easily if my nose 
hadn’t started bleeding like it did. Imag- 
ine me getting counted out in a fight 
with a guy like Red! Why I could have 
whipped him with my hands behind my 
back if I hadn’t got caught on the nose so 
suddenly.” 

One of the biggest feuds of them all is 
that between Bill Kenny and Charley 
Fuqua that resulted in the breaking up of 
the world-famous Ink Spots quartet. Fu- 
qua, one of the original Ink Spots who 
came out of Indianapolis in 1933 to cap- 
ture the spotlight as the first serious rivals 
of the Four Mills Brothers, today heads 
one group of “original” Ink Spots, while 
Ivory (Deek) Watson, first 
quartet. heads another. Bill Kenny, most 
famous of all of the singers, operates as a 
single “Mister Ink Spot.” 

The story of the Ink Spots started about 
1932 when a strolling group of singers 


also of the 


playing guitars and clowning their way 
through their songs appeared on the side- 
walks and in the newly-opened saloons and 
cafes of Indianapolis. This original group 
consisted of Fuqua. Watson. Orville (Hop- 
py) Jones and Jerry Daniels. Jack Ogles- 
by of Omaha, Neb., an exceptionally clever 
arranger and tenor saxophonist, wrote 
many of their arrangements. 

The boys operated under an informal 
agreement in which each owned a fourth 
of the act. The outfit proved an imme- 
diate hit and the Moe Gale office in New 
York booked it in many bigtime spots and 
also sent it to Europe. 

Upon its return in 1936, Jerry Daniels 
quit just after the Ink Spots had begun a 
week’s engagement at the Apollo theater in 
New York. Charlie Buchanan, manager 
of the Savoy Ballroom and a vice presi- 
dent of Gale. Inc., was in the theater when 
Bill Kenny. an unusual (d-above-high-C) 
tenor from Baltimore. won the Wednesday 
Amateur night contest. He asked Kenny 
if he would like to join the Ink Spots to 
replace Jerry. This he did and recorded 
the all time favorite, 1/f 1 Didn’t Care, with 
the group. 

It was Kenny who became the first Ne- 
gro to break the color line in popular 
ballad singing, opening thereby the door 
for singers like Nat Cole, Billy Daniels, 
Billy Eckstine and others. Few colored 
vocalists were singing ballads in the early 
1930s. Even the Ink Spots were dressed 
in “clown” suits since the white public had 
not been educated to Negroes singing love 
songs. 

“Up to then (1936)” says Kenny, “the 
Ink Spots had done almost no vocalizing 
except for a little scat singing and har- 
mony, but mostly, it was a rhythm-instru- 
mental group. I suggested we try ballads 
to inject variety.” 

Hoppy Jones. the bass singer with the 
group, died in 1945 of a cerebral hemor- 
rhage. But before that. Deek Watson had 
a quarrel with Kenny and dropped out to 
organize his own short-lived Brown Dots. 
Fuqua went into the army and that left 
Kenny the No. 1 Ink Spot. a rating he has 
continued to hold. Over the years, the 
consistently top money Ink Spots ($8,500 
to $15,000 a week) have had a huge turn- 
over in new members. Kenny recalls there 
must have been at least 30 different fellows 
in the act from time to time, including 
Billy Bowen, Ernie Brown, Bernie Mosley, 
Cliff Givens, Jerry Kennedy and Bill’s 
younger brother, Herb Kenny. 

When Fuqua got out of the Army, he 
returned to the Spots with “ideas” about 
the ownership of the name as well as its 
leadership. He and Kenny began clash- 
ing at almost every hand. First, it was over 
the material, Fuqua insisting that the for- 
mat be changed back to the “skat sing- 
ing, clowning” antics of the original 
singers and Kenny determined to keep the 
ballads on top. 

Then, Kenny claims, Fuqua began show- 
ing up late for dates and demanding big- 
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ger billing and a larger share in the 
money. 

“For all of those years.” 
had been buying uniforms, taking care of 
transportation, arrangements and_ other 
expenses. All the boys had to do was show 
up.” Because of his role as leader, Kenny 
insisted he was entitled to a certain per- 
centage of the gross over and above the 
25 per cent ownership in the act. 

The relationship between Kenny and 
Fuqua worsened to the point where the 
matter was taken to New York Supreme 
court. The judge recognized the equity of 
both in the act and established them as 
joint 50-50 partners in the name, Ink 
Spots. Later, Fuqua formed his own Ink 
Spots, leaving Kenny with his group, also 
known as the Ink Spots. 

Deek Watson, who had unsuccessfully 
attempted several singing and night club 
projects, jumped back into the running 
with his variety of Ink Spots. 

Meanwhile, Kenny, tiring of the contro- 
versies, announced his switch to a single 
under the name, Mister Ink Spot. At this 
point, it is safe to say that there is little 
love lost between Kenny and Fuqua and 
one would be out of order to assert that 
Watson is cheering for either of them to 
succeed. 

There is a story around that involved 
jazz piano immortals Earl (Fatha) Hines 
and Art Tatum. Seems that during the 
1920s, Hines, who was the rage of Chica- 
go nightlife, was playing at a South Side 
house party. Someone told him, “Earl, 
there’s a young piano player from Toledo 
here who wants to meet you.” Hines sur- 
rounded by bevies of beautiful women, was 
reported to have sneered. “All of ’em want 
to meet the master, so what?” There are 
those who say Tatum never forgot it. 

When producer Billy Rose found the 
role of Carmen in the stage production of 
Carmen Jones too arduous for the original 
star, Muriel Smith, to sing night after 
night, he looked around for an understudy. 
But concert singer Muriel Rahn would 
have none of the second fiddle stuff. She 
and her militant husband, Dick Campbell, 
himself a manager of concert singers, de- 
manded that Miss Rahn be given equal 
billing as the star of the opera, and that 
she alternate with Miss Smith in singing 
the title role. 

Originally, Muriel Smith, a John Ham- 
mond, Jr. discovery, had been assigned the 
part after winning acclaim in the Phila- 
delphia tryouts. An unknown, was 
touted to be the next big Negro singing 
sensation. 

Then it was remembered that most of 
the roles in the opera required under- 
studies and Miss Rahn, who had also tried 
out for the part, was added to the cast. 
But Muriel Rahn was an established con- 
She and her 


says Kenny, “I 


she 


cert and stage personality. 
husband carried on such an uproarious 
battle with Rose and his associates, that 
they were finally forced to alternate the 


two singers in the lead and with equal 
billing. 

Few people in show business will forger 
the bitter feuding between the late come. 
dians, Dusty (Open the Door, Richard) 
Fletcher and John (Spider Bruce) Mason, 
These veteran black-faced artists had been 
close pals for many years until Dusty jp. 
troduced the song hit, Open The Door. 
Richard, a tune that overnight became a 
million dollar international hit. Both 
claimed authorship of the ditty, and in the 
series of legal explosions that followed, 
Dusty staged a relentless search for Ma. 
son, armed with a knife, while Mason 
loaded his blank stage pistol with real bul. 
lets (or substituted a real gun for the 
phony one.) 


(THERE WAS THE TIME when Illinois 

Jacquet, the tenor saxophone jazz king, 
got into a squabble with George Tread. 
well, husband of singer Sarah Vaughan, 
in Sugar Ray’s bar room in Harlem. Hard. 
punching Georgie knocked him out with 
what bystanders assert was a right cross 
on the button. 

Billy (Lady Day) Holiday and Ella 
Fitzgerald never evinced any love for one 
another over what observers believe to 
have been professional jealousy. 

Kay Davis, one of the flock of female vo- 
calists with whom bandleader Duke EI- 
lington once surrounded himself, feuded 
with Joya Sherrill over who would be the 
big noise in the Duke’s vocal department. 
Joya evidently won out, for Kay quit. 

Old-timers often recall the feuding be. 
tween Flournoy and Irving C. Miller, 
brother showmen. There were _ three 
brothers, the third, Quentin, being noted 
as a producer of top road shows. But 
Flournoy as one half of the famous comedy 
team, Miller and (Aubrey) Lyle, got rich 
overnight with dialog recording of “All- 
Colored” courtroom and social scenes done 
in a rich dialect. Irving, struggling as an 
independent showman with his popular 
“Brown Skin Models,” was regarded as 
the “poor” brother of the combination. 
Flournoy later won more laurels in the 
televised version of Amos ’n’ Andy. 

Incidentally, there was no great affec- 
tion between Irving Miller and the late 
Billy King, once the Mister Big of Negro 
show business. They had started out from 
scratch together, but King, a former 
minstrel man, got on the bigtime with his 
own “Billy King and Company.” 

Bojangles Robinson figured in count: 
less feuds. He once got so angry at Irving 
Miller that he took a shot at him one night 
during the early 1920s following a quar- 
rel in the alley behind the old Lafayette 
Theater on Harlem’s Seventh Avenue. 

A jealous drummer, eaten up with envy 
over the success of the immortal jazz band 
leader, James Reese Europe, stabbed him 
to death in his dressing room on the eve of 
his greatest triumph at the Boston Opera 
House in 1919 after Europe had chided 
the fellow for being late for the curtain 
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call. Dorothy Donegan and Hazel Scott, 
the piano gee-whizzes. hated the very sound 
of each other, after Donegan invaded New 
York as the latest and greatest female 
hoogie-woogie-classics star. 

Famous dance schoolteacher, Mary Bruce 
of Harlem, has made attempts to 
conceal her dislike of a former pupil, 
Katherine Dunham, who does not admit 
she learned her time steps under Miss 
Bruce when the latter was the big noise in 
Chicago dance school circles. At the same 
time. Mary and her own flesh and blood 
sister. Sadie Bruce, eminent Chicago dance 
schoolteacher, have nothing to do with 
one another. Mary went to New York in 
1938 principally because of the rivalry of 
Sadie, her former pupil, who opened her 
own dance school in the Windy City in 
direct competition with her sister. 

Shake dancers Rose Hardaway and Cas- 
sandra Hale have a mutual and strong 
dislike of each other for a perfectly ob- 
vious reason. Cassie claims Rose stole her 
husband, tap dance king, Teddy Hale. 

Bebop song stylists Babs Gonzales and 
King Pleasure (his real name is Clarence 
Beeks) insist that the other is a phony 
in their quarrel over who is the best bop- 


no 


per. 
The quarrel between Louis (Satchmo) 


Armstrong and Dizzy Gillespie, master 
trumpet players, has been widely exploit- 
ed. Armstrong, representing the old-school 
of jazz, and Dizzy, exponent of the so- 
called “modern” trend, have fussed many 
times (in print) over which knew trumpet 
technique the best. But Dizzy personally 
enjoys jamming with Armstrong whom he 
deeply admires and Satchmo always visits 
Gillespie’s place of employment to “blow 
a few high ’uns” in return. 

There are hundreds more feuds than the 


ones I’ve mentioned. Some are serious, 
others comic, like the supposed feuds 
among blues singers Big Joe Turner, 


Wynonie (Mister Blues) Harris and Larry 
Darnell. This type never gets to the gun- 
toting stage for it is purely the creation of 
press agents trying to hypo the box office 
so everybody “can get some of that bread.” 

But there is one thing that should be 
kept in mind as one lets his temperature 
grow hot or cold over what he reads about 
his favorite stars. Like rival politicians 
at a banquet following an election, show 
people invariably bury the hatchet, paste 
their best smiles on their faces when the 
curtain goes up. For the show must go on! 


THE END 
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[| Watched My Husband Die 


(Continued from Page 19) 


[ find life rather dull. But, fortunately 
for me, I frequently get cheered up by peo- 
ple who were fond of my husband. He 
had thousands of loyal admirers. Many of 
hem have written me words of encourage- 
ment since his death. 

Ed was a particular favorite of sports 
people. Perhaps one of the nicest things 
said about my husband was a statement by 
Cal Whorton, sports writer for the Los An- 
celes Times newspaper. He wrote on the 
morning after the tragedy: “The sports 
world lost one of its finest athletes and a 
creat gentleman yesterday when Ed San- 
ders, 25, 1952 Olympic Games _heavy- 
weight champion from Los Angeles, died 
following a Saturday night boxing match 
in Boston. Big Ed was nationally known 

the only American in history ever to 
win an Olympic Games heavyweight title. 
He was even better known here and in San 
Diego as a two-time Golden Gloves champ.” 

Ed was what is described as a truly fine 
physical specimen, standing 6 feet 314 
and weighing a trim 217. In 1952, as 
a Navy man, he first broke into the news 
when he blasted his way to the champion- 
hip in the San Diego Golden Gloves Tour- 
nament. He went on to add the Los Angeles 
crown a few weeks later and thereby 
earned a spot on the L. A. team which 
traveled to Chicago for the Tournament of 
Champions. 

In Chicago, Ed proved a sensation. He 
literally swept through all opposition to 
end up as heavy king of the tourney. A 
few weeks later he was to suffer his first 
setback, a defeat at the hands of Norval 
Lee in the National Golden Gloves finals in 
New York, but it was only a temporary set- 
back. He soon regained his winning ways 
and toured Europe as a member of a U. S. 
boxing team. On the tour, he went unde- 
feated in four international bouts. 

Ed came back from the overseas junket 
and resumed his duties as a Navy man in 
San Diego. But he also kept on fighting. 
In June, 1952, his boxing took him to Kan- 
as City where in competition for Olympic 
team berths he bested a couple of tough 
crappers named Bob Ranck of Cody, Wyo., 
ind Jack Scheberries of Oakland. The vic- 
tories made Ed top man on Uncle Sam’s 
last Olympic boxing team. 

\s an Olympic competitor in Helsinki 

\ugust 3, 1952, Ed turned in the best 
performance of his amateur career, winning 
the heavyweight title from Ingemar Johans- 

on of Sweden. The bout was awarded to 
Ed when Johansson refused to mix it in 
the action and was disqualified. 

Reporting on the fight, sports editor Paul 
Zimmerman of the Los Angeles Times 
declared: “The big Swede wasn’t so dumb. 
Johansson had seen Sanders win his way 
to the finals with stunning knockouts. And 


he just refused to join battle in the cham- 
pionship fight.” 

Ed arrived home 
Games amid great fanfare. 
an international hero and Los Angeles 
made him feel that way. The southeast 
section of the city declared an Ed Sanders 
Day and he was paraded through the streets 
in bigtime fashion. 

I was happy for Ed and glad to see him 
back home. At the time, I had known Ed 
for only a couple of years but still we had 
become fond enough of each other to talk 
marriage. He had proposed to me in 1951 
before he left Idaho State to enter the 
Navy. 

On September 22, 1952 Ed and I were 
married. My life with him was an enjoy- 
able one right from the start up to the end. 

As a wife to Ed, I never tried to influence 
him one way or another about his boxing. 
However, I didn’t hide from him the fact 
that I didn’t like the sport. But since Ed 
wanted to fight, I went along encouraging 
him as much as I could. 

Several months after we were married, 
Ed got real active in boxing again. He 
worked himself back into condition and 
then decided to try his hand a second time 
at the Golden Gloves. He did all right at it 
too. Against the field of competition he went 
through undefeated until the finals where 
he was upset by Charles Liston, a 20-year- 
old of St. Louis. 

Ed didn’t make up his mind to turn pro 
in short time. In fact, he almost didn’t 
make up his mind on that score at all. He 
often expressed to me a desire to gain a 
college degree in physical education so 
that he could go into boys’ club work. 
While Ed was trying to decide about his 
future, he got the urge to turn pro. He 
turned pro in Boston and acted as his own 
manager. As he made known to every- 
body, he didn’t intend to sign with any 
manager until after he was out of the Navy. 
He was due for a discharge this year. 

Ed had a plan to box professionally for 
only five years. After that time, he figured 
he would have earned enough money to 
support a family adequately and to set up 
some business operation of his own. He 
wanted so much to make good in life. 

It is not generally known but Ed didn’t 
start out in athletics to be a boxer. At 
Jordan High. he was a standout sports star 
first in football and track. Later at Comp- 
ton College he became interested in box- 
ing through Ken Carpenter, a former Olym- 
pic Games discus champion, who coached 
at the school. Ed stayed at Compton only 
a short while before transferring to Idaho 
State College. 

At ISC, he continued his new found in- 
terest in boxing but also kept up his par- 
ticipation in track. He was exceptionally 
good in the broad jump, high jump. the 
dashes and at putting the shot. According 
to some track experts, he could have be- 
come a great decathlon star had he not con- 


from the Olympic 
He was now 


centrated on boxing. 


MET ED while he was matriculating 9 

Idaho State College in Pocatello. which 
is my home. At the time, I was attending 
school there. too, studying as a major jp 
business administration. We _ started a 
friendship after we had met each other as 
students normally do on a campus. Our 
friendship slowly developed into a court. 
ship. I found Ed to be easy-going, gentle 
and fair. He had all the qualities I de. 
sired in a companion. 

Week after week. Ed and I dated each 
other. I came to like him quite dearly and 
he in turn began to show a strong interest 
in me. 

When Ed went on to Europe early in 
1952. he asked me to keep for him clippings 
of newspaper articles about him and his 
athletic feats. I agreed to do the favor for 
him and I never had a task I enjoyed more, 
Shortly after he returned from the Eu- 
ropean jaunt, I presented him with a neatly 
bound scrapbook of newspaper clippings 
about his accomplishments. He seemed to 
be tremendously pleased to get it. 

I think I was ready to marry Ed the first 
time we got together after his trip to Eu. 
rope. While he was away, I had come to 
know some important things about him. | 
learned that he was not only kind to people 
like me but was extremely generous to his 
family. Ed, I came to know, never made a 
move wherein he didn’t consider first its 
effect on his parents. Mr. and Mrs. Hays 
Sanders; his two younger brothers. Donald 
and Stanley, and his sister, Margaret. | 
was pleased to hear that about Ed and it 
made the way easy for me to accept his 
proposal of marriage when he presented it. 

As a nice guy, I think it would be in- 
possible to find a man who rated higher 
than Ed. He was well liked by just about 
everybody who knew him. Especially was 
he popular with his mates in the Navy. 

Ed got his good nature naturally. His 
parents are as considerate and well-mean- 
ing as any people I’ve ever known. Since 
Ed’s death. I’ve been living with them and 
they’ve been simply swell to me. 

Ed was buried in Los Angeles with more 
than 300 of his friends attending the rites. 
Serving as pallbearers were some very 
close buddies of Ed’s, including George 
Brown, former national broad-jump cham- 
pion from UCLA and Ted Hester, former 
amateur boxing star. Art’ Saxell, a one- 
time coach of Ed’s; Los Angeles County 
Supervisor Kenneth Hahn and Nuno Cam, 
who acted as Ed’s manager in Boston, eu- 
logized him. The principal eulogy was de- 
livered by the Rev. Henry W. Murph, pas 
tor of Grant Methodist Episcopal Church, 
before the body was interred at Woodlawn 
Cemetery. 

I grieve often about Ed but I always try 
to fight off the grief. Sadness is a mood 
that never does me any good. Whenever 
I get to feeling real low about Ed. I find 
only one thing to cheer me up: our baby. 
Little Russell, who was just 17 months old 
when his father died, is now my life’s de 


THE END 
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Hot-Rod of the Airlanes 


(Continued from Page 21) 


of the party, he retorted that they were 
crazy to attend. Perhaps they liked his 
courage. Perhaps there was another rea- 
son. But the result was that almost im- 
mediately his listening audience increased 
and his mail changed in tone. Whenever 
listeners saw him on the streets, they asked 
for his autograph. Hot-Rod was a hero! 

There was the time, for example, when 
he announced that he had a slight cold 
which hampered his speaking voice. When 
he arrived home, one of his listeners called 
to inquire about his health. He said he was 
“feeling better.” But the woman fan in- 
sisted that he go to a physician. Hot-Rod 
said he didn’t think that was necessary. 

As soon as he had hung up the tele- 
phone and begun talking with his wife, 
Henry Etta, the telephone rang again. 
Again the voice was that of a woman, who 
chided Mrs. Hulbert for not seeing that 
her husband went to a doctor. Simultane- 
ously, the doorbell rang—and there was a 
physician sent by another woman fan. 
While the doctor was there, Fire Depart- 
ment representatives arrived with an in- 
halator. They were followed by a police 
ambulance, which screamed down the 
street. 


Neither firemen nor policemen wanted 
to believe that Hot-Rod was innocent of 
a false alarm, but since they could not 
prove otherwise, they left morosely. And 
on the following morning, the telephone 
company assigned an unlisted *phone— 
without a request from him. 

When events like these happen to him, 
The Rod remembers that he has come a 
long way up the road to success. As an 
infant, he was taken to Memphis by his 
parents. He began grammar school there, 
but after completing the sixth grade, he 
moved to Chicago, where he attended Mc- 
Kinley High School. 

Several relief and welfare agencies com- 
bined to sustain him and his mother dur- 
ing the depression, which forced him to 
quit school and go to work. Later, in or- 
der to relieve the burden on his mother, 
he returned to Memphis to live with his 
father (his parents had separated), a lo- 
cally famous dancer. 

Bitten by the dancing bug, Hot-Rod 
soon landed with a tent act called the 
“Rabbit Foot Show.” This show. which 
earlier had given bandleader Louis Jordan 
a start, toured the tank towns in one- 
nighters. It was in this show that Hot-Rod 
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learned the rudiments of show business. 

Following the Rabbit Foot were appear- 
ances as a dancer in night clubs, audito- 
riums, and theaters. Once when the Booker 
T. Washington high school of Memphis 
needed someone to stage and direct its 
annual ballet, Hot-Rod was selected. Given 
this chance to express his ideas, he pro- 
duced a show called “Melody Lane.” Then 
came three original plays, which he wrote 
and directed, called “Ballet Civilization.” 
“Ballet Illusion,” and “Ballet Commu- 
nicado.” 

At least partially as a result of the pop- 
ularity gained from these productions 
(plus his “name” as a dancer). Hot-Rod 
landed a disc jockey spot on WDIA, Mem- 
phis, in 1949. He eventually appeared 
on three programs, “Tan Town Jubilee.” 
“Sweet Talkin’ Time,” and “Sepia Swing 
Club.” The same station brought Nat. D. 
Williams (featured in last month’s TAN) 
to fame. 

It was in 1951 that Hot-Rod began look- 
ing around for new worlds to conquer. 
Negotiations finally were begun with Sta- 
tion WITH—and the Hot-Rod moved on, 
and up, to preeminence. Today, around 
his station and in many quarters of Bal- 
timore, Hot-Rod is called “the outstanding 
disc jockey in the country.” THE END 





SUBSCRIBE TO 
TAN MAGAZINE 











Copper Brown Tone 


For For 
(Medium) — Aa) = 
Shin. nae $2 Skin 


See white patches © scars © blemishes 


VANISH INSTANTLY RIGHT 
BEFORE YOUR EYES... 


COMPLETELY HIDDEN by 


Mi DESGON a 


MARKHIDE FORMULA 


(new improved) 


 alealgualigetierEieediedtaettenetiamtiaalin teeta 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, Inc. pep:. YMi4 
SHEEPSHEAD BAY, BROOKLYN 35, N. Y. 

“BE-GONE’’ MARKHIDE FORMULA marked off 
below. On delivery, | will pay price shown plus postage. If | am not 
absolutely pleased and delighted in every wav the first time ! use it, 
! can return it and my Money will be Cheerfully Refunded. 


Chocolate Brown 





Single Strength Single Strength 








Zone State 





r---------- 








Medical Myths 


(Continued from Page 17) 


In fact, at this time a bath needs to be 
more frequently not only because 
shed menstrual fluid is apt to decom- 
se and produce odors but also because 
secretions of the skin are more active 

| need to be removed by bathing more 
frequently. The many superstitions about 
nstruation believed in now and in the 


p 


make very interesting reading. 
Recently a newspaper columnist stressed 
various myths about a cold, the prin- 
pal ones being that wet feet and clothes 

ill cause a cold, and that exposure to a 

aft will do the same thing. These beliefs 
have interested scientists for many years. 
hey have done many experiments prov- 

they have no validity. For example, 
experimental animals have been taken 
quickly from a hot room to an icy cold 
room or plunged into ice water. They were 
then inoculated with a disease-producing 
germ. They find that these animals did not 
succumb to the inoculation any more rap- 
idly or easily than animals remaining in a 
comfortable dry condition. There are many 
people who will under no circumstances 
take a bath and then go out of doors if it 
cold. Other people are convinced that 
bathing immediately after a meal is dan- 
gerous, a supposition that has no basis in 
tact. 

We know that a cold is an infection 
with a germ, probably a virus, that has 
been transferred by contact with another 
person who has a cold. It makes no dif- 
ference whether the feet or clothing are 
wet or dry or whether one has recently 
bathed or not, exposure to a person with 
1 cold will certainly result in infection. 
Some doctors say that exposure to cold 
and dampness “lowers resistance.” The 
trouble with this theory is that no one 
knows what lowered resistance consists of. 

[he body does not need more fresh air 

hile sleeping than during daytime. In 
fact it needs less because the activity of 
the body at rest is low. Therefore, there is 
no basis for the belief that one must sleep 

th the windows open in order to remain 
healthy. However, some people find they 
ean sleep better with the windows open. 
But this is a psychological matter and 
there is no harm in it. 

(nother prevalent myth has to do with 

called tonics. A doctor has many calls 
from his patients for a “tonic” to brace 
them up. Not so many years ago the pre- 

bing of tonics was a common practice 


even among the best doctors. A favorite 
medicine for this was a bad tasting con- 
coction called elixir of iron, quinine, and 


trychnine, commonly called IQS. We 
know now that such preparations have no 
lue whatever. Doctors nowadays diag- 
nose a specific illness and prescribe a 
suitable drug rather than give a medicine 


16 


that has some vague general action. 

Along with the other medicines of by- 
gone days now relegated to the scrap pile 
are plasters. liniments. and ointments used 
for other purposes than skin ailments. The 
scientific basis of these preparations, if 
they ever had any. was either that they 
brought more healing blood to the area 
where applied or that they caused useful 
drugs to penetrate into underlying dis- 
eased tissues. But it is extremely doubtful 
if their action reaches any further than 
the skin. It is inconceivable that a prep- 
aration applied to the skin has any effect 
on a joint or muscle lying deep beneath. 
Nevertheless, liniments. plasters and oint- 
ments continue to be used for rheumatism, 
arthritis. sprains. dislocations, and bruises. 

People are inclined to both hold onto 
old beliefs about medicines and to be 
over-enthusiastic about new ones. Old 
family ideas and medicines are handed 
down from generation to generation and 
no amount of scientific reasoning can re- 
lease these firmly entrenched practices. 
On the other hand when a new drug like 
penicillin is introduced it is expected to 
cure everything. Every doctor is under 
the pressure of many patients to admin- 
ister penicillin for almost every complaint. 
Although the limitations of penicillin are 
well known and his best judgment is 
against it the physician will frequently 
yield to the pressure or otherwise he will 
lose a patient. 

Some day public schools and the col- 
leges will reappraise their curriculum for 
health subjects and will introduce courses 
in a practical type of physiology and even 
in elementary medicine. The public will 
then be able to cooperate more effectively 
with their physicians and make it unprofit- 
able for those who now grow rich on our 
ignorance of medical matters. 





Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 6) 


to the point where you are more mixed up 
then ever. I am sure, by the tone of your 
letter, you are too intelligent a young lady 
to believe that the only way to hold the at- 
tention of your fellow is to pet to the ex- 
cess. As for a solution to your problem, 
you have probably worked one out for your- 
self. The experience you had with this boy 
may have been a disappointment to you, 
but surely if he stopped dating you because 
you refused to kiss him then he had very 
little to offer you in the first place. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

Thanks loads for the hearty response of 
letters that I received from your readers. 
Of all the many many letters that came in 
I was very careful in choosing those which 
I answered. I sincerely hope I have made 
the right choices and I have even given 
several of the letters to my _ buddies. 
Whether they will answer them or not is 
left up to them. Thanks again, and wish 
me luck. Gratefully, Cpl. Clifton Hunter. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I would appreciate your advice on the 
following matter. I’m an unmarried wom- 
an of 28. and I have an 18 month old 
daughter. I am working and one half of 
my salary goes to support my daughter. 
She is staying at someone else’s home 
while I go without the things I need. I 
see no hope of my ever marrying as most 
men are not too interested in a woman 
with a baby. Would you suggest that I 
move closer to my baby so that I can keep 
her, and in that way cut down on my ex- 
penses. If so, should I get an apartment 
or would it be too dangerous? I’m at a 
loss as to what I should do to make things 
easier on me and my child. Sincerely, 


A... B. G. 


Dear A. B.C.: 

Are you sure you aren’t kidding me with 
those initials? Nevertheless I will try to 
give your problem serious thought. First 
and last it is up to you to look after your 
daughter to the best of your ability. If 
you feel that you can do a better job 
having an apartment and living with your 
child than you can by sending her to some- 
one else’s home, then look for an apart- 
ment. An 18 month old baby will still re- 
quire constant supervision even while you 
are working, which means that if you did 
find an apartment you would have to hire 
someone to take care of your child. I think 
the arrangement you have now is about the 
best one possible even though it may seem 
expensive. But when you take into con- 
sideration that if you had an apartment it 
would require a certain amount for rent 
and upkeep, plus food for yourself and 
baby along with the cost of child care, I’d 
suggest that you follow the present system. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 19 years old and I’ve been married 
twice. My present husband is overseas. 
However, last month I met a nice man and 
now I realize that I love him much more 
then I do my husband. Now I don’t know 
what to do as this fellow thinks I’m un- 
married (took off my wedding ring). and 
he wants to marry me and take me home 
with him when he gets out of the Army. 
I am so mixed up that I can’t sleep very 
much at night and people are saying that 
I am taking dope. I’m not really, but I 
certainly look terrible. I hope you can 
help me, so please try your best to tell 
me what I should do. My husband will 
return from overseas duty in three months, 
but by that time I will be almost crazy 
with worry. Frustrated Naomi, N. O. K. 


Dear Naomi: 

You met the young man under false pre- 
tenses and have been living a lie since you 
started dating him. In all fairness to the 
fellow, I think you should be brave enough 
to tell him the truth about your marital 
status immediately. Then it is up to him, 
about the future. Frankly, I doubt if he 
will want you after he hears your stories 
of your past and present husbands. Don’t 
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be tempted to try bigamy .. . it’s a pretty 
serious charge. Wait until your husband 
comes back from the Army before you 
become more involved then you are now. 
As for your mental and physical state of 
being I recommend an excellent doctor 
before you worry yourself into a nervous 
breakdown. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

Most of your problems concern young 
people. but I have one that involves an 
elderly woman. She is my stepmother who 
now lives with me and my husband and 
five children. She is making life miserable 
for all of us but we are at our wits end 
on how to handle the situation. My hus- 
band thinks we should make provisions to 
send her to an old folks home or rest 
home before she disrupts the entire house- 
hold. I certainly don’t want to send her 
away. but it looks as if that’s the only 
thing we can do if we want peace in our 
family. My stepmother is almost 80 years 
old. enjoys excellent health, or as good as 
it can be according to her age, and is a 
chronic nuisance to all of us. I can’t ex- 
plain the trouble she is causing because it 
won't sound possible, but she has been so 
terrible that my own children refuse to 
mind me. Without a doubt something has 
to be done. the problem is . .. what? 
Sincerely, Mrs. F. Bends. 


Dear Mrs. Bends: 

I don’t like to take any particular stand 
on what should be done about aged rela- 
tives, but I do feel that if they are up- 
setting the household and making life 
miserable for the entire family, that some- 
thing should be worked out to clear up the 
disturbance. Whether that means sending 
the elderly lady to a rest home or build- 
ing a new extension on your home to 
house her is left up to you. There are 
reliable homes for the aged that are able 
to care for older people and will supply 
them with excellent living facilities and 
companionship. If I were you I would in- 
quire into these homes in your nearby 
town or community to see what they have 
to offer. I’m inclined to think that your 
stepmother would enjoy being with people 
of her own age if she knew that she would 
not be forgotten by your family. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 19 years old and married to a man 
in the service. My problem is that I’ve 
met a nice young man (about a year ago) 
and now we would like to start dating each 
other. He understands that I am married 
and love my husband very much. Do you 
think it would be wrong if we dated each 
other? Please publish my letter as I’m 
in great need of your answer. Ann R. 


Dear Ann: 

Your dating days are over and I think it 
would be unfair to your husband, to your 
friend and to yourself if you indulged in 
dating. If he knows that you are married 
then he should have enough sense not to 
ask you for a date. 


I’m Most Thankful 


(Continued from Page 25) 


those. So I traded the brass one in for a 
silver job. Then a few months later I saw 
a silver-plated one with gold bells and I 
was gone again. Strictly for looks was my 
appreciation of the sax. 

But I was handling the sax better and 
better even though Mom was not encour- 
aging me too much. Then when I was fif- 
teen, friends began to urge me to play for 
vaudeville acts. I found myself billed as 
“The Boy Wonder” playing in the theatres 
around Boston most every Sunday after- 
noon. You know I’m not very tall—and 
then I was really small. I wore short pants 
still. I looked a lot younger than I was. I 
was so youthful looking that the theatre 
owners insisted that my mother go with me 
to all performances. 

Then I got a break with Bob Sawyer’s 
band in Boston. There was a big, heavy 
set six-foot sax player, Harry Hicks, in the 
outfit. Back-to-back he and I used to play 
a duet. It used to bring down the house, 
more because of the comedy aspect than 
for any other reason. And Mom was al- 
ways in the wings, beginning to beam a 
little at this point. 

By the time I was 17, Mother figured I 
had enough sense to take care of myself 
even though I still looked like a school 
kid. So I went to New Hampshire where I 
was playing for $11 a night—when I 
played. Later I moved on to Albany where 
I was getting $35 a week at a roadhouse. 
To most young musicians the steady job 
beats one-nighters by a mile. And I 
couldn’t believe my good luck when my 
tips began to amount to as much as an 
extra $35 or so a week. It looked like my 
love for the pretty saxophones was going 
to pay off so I began to take lessons when- 
ever I could. That’s how I got my formal 
background for composition. 

Then after sitting in on Sunday after- 
noon with Lloyd Scott’s band in one of the 
New York night clubs, I got a bid to join 
Scott’s orchestra. From there I went to 
Chick Webb’s outfit and then to Duke El- 
lington’s band which was just starting out. 
I stayed with Duke 23 years. Now I front 
my own unit. During all those years Mom 
has been “aiding and abetting” as the law- 
yers would put it. She’s played match- 
maker for my friends like Cootie Williams. 
She and my wife are such good friends it 
scares me. None of that traditional in-law 
relationship in our apartment. Now she 
regales my children with stories of “When 
my Johnny was a little boy . . .” and they 
love it—and they love her. Nothing gives 
me a bigger kick than to see Mom rocking 
in her chair, clapping her hands to one 
of my records. 

I remember the patient look on her face 
when she bought me that first $65 sax. 
And though I pay $400 for my saxes now, 
I know that sax and her patience are what 
started me on a career in music. 


| 
| 














New Improved All-in-One Cream 


LIGHTENS, SMOOTHS, CLEARS 





Just this one cream lightens too- 
dark skin smooths harsh 
roughness even clears up 
pimples, blackheads, and many 
other externally caused blemishes! 
No skin type is too stubborn to 
yield to its magic lightening 
action. Almost instantly, starts to 
lighten and brighten, clear and 
smooth. Lanolin enriched, keeps 
skin younger-looking. Fades away 
blotches and darker brown spots 
on hands too. At your druggist 
or cosmetic counter. 

Satisfaction guaranteed. 
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Dr. FRED Palmer’s 


DOUBLE STRENGTH 


SKIN WHITENER 
30C-GOC sit. Soeur sone 250 


GALENOL CO. 


Box 264 Atlanta, Ga. 





the cool, clean freshness of a 
MU-COL douche. Non-irritating! 
Soothing! Safe! MU-COL sold 
at ali drug stores. For sample, 
send coupon to MU-COL Co., 
Dept. T-45, Buffalo 3, N. Y. 


Name 
Address 
City State____ 























0 APPETITE? 


FEEL GOOD AGAIN FAST 
with famous $S.S.S. TONIC 


Don’t let a lagging appetite ger you down. 
Start the flow of vital stomach digestive 
juice and ENJOY EATING AGAIN! Enriched 
$.$.S. TONIC goes to work at once to perk up 
your oppefite and rebuild iron-starved blood. 
Ask for genuine $.$.S. TONIC liquid or easy- 
to-toke tablets at your favorite drug counter. 
You will be satisfied or your money back. Feel 


your best, toke §.§.§. TONIC 
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Does It Pay To Be A Virgin? 


(Continued from Page 29) 


is of such high caliber that she won a 
hly coveted scholarship to a famous 
sic academy. Janice herself dreamed of 

day playing a concert in Carnegie 

Hall. Then, one evening, after a movie, her 

friend, whom she had dated for months, 

gested they visit a tavern and “act like 

wn-ups by ordering their first glass of 
juor. 

Janice thought it would be great fun to 
at a table with her escort and consume 

juor like the others in the tavern. One 

ay very well argue that the tavern keep- 
er should not have served minors. But to- 

y's teen-agers are a very unpredictable 
lot. Many of them appear more mature 
han they really are. Several drinks were 

erved to the young pair and it wasn’t long 
before Janice began to “feel queer.” 

She asked her escort to take her home. 
He agreed, but on the way Janice became 

ck and her boy friend stopped the car in 
1 side road, dark and lonely. They parked 
for a while and she felt better, and it wasn’t 
long before they indulged in what started 
out to be a few moments of harmless pet- 
ting. Lulled into a strange drowsiness, 
prompted by the liquor, Janice allowed the 
boy to take liberties with her. Had she 
been alert and sober, Janice’s finer instincts 

uld have rebelled at his first indecent 
touch. But Janice Webster was far from 
realizing the extent of her predicament, 
even when she finally reached home. 

Her story is the old story, retold over and 
over again, by a score of girls who have 
been wronged. Janice, who had a glorious 

ture ahead of her, became pregnant. 
Filled with panic, she begged her boy 

iend to marry her and give the child a 

me. But he was callously indifferent to 
er pleas, and feeling the wrath of the law, 

left town one night and hasn’t been seen 


[ 


If it hadn’t been for her understanding 
parents, Janice Webster would long since 
have taken to suicide. Janice had her baby 
out of wedlock, but she became a total 
outcast among her friends, who, instead 

shunning and snubbing her at every 
pportunity, should have taken her to their 
hearts as a victim of circumstance. 

Does it pay to be a virgin? Let us take 
i look at a doctor’s clinical report: “The 

rl who goes all the way may become 
neurotic and mentally affected. It is pos- 
ible for her to have a sense of guilt so 

ng that she may carry that feeling for 

the rest of her life. In later years, when 
marries, that sense of guilt may cause 

her to become frigid and unyielding in her 
husband’s arms. Another dangerous after- 
ith of pre-marital sex experience is the 

t that a great number of illicit affairs 
end in one or the other of the parties con- 

ied becoming infected with a venereal 
sease. Clandestine meetings for sexual 


purposes are often conducted in cheap, 
disease-ridden hotels. often in rooms recent- 
ly used by other couples for the same pur- 
pose.” 

Another clinical report states that “The 
possibility of damage to the body of a girl 
who indulges in pre-marital sex acts is a 
positive one. Very few girls who eagerly 
seek the thrills of illicit love know the pros 
and cons of what is known as “contracep- 
tives.” Contrary to the average boy or 
girl’s thinking upon the subject. these arti- 
ficial contrivances are not foolproof. A fair 
estimate would be that they prevent preg- 
nancy probably about half of the time. By 
a stretch of luck it may reach 75 per cent. 
How about disease? Will contraceptives 
prevent disease? Among 50.000 unmarried 
mothers, it was found that almost 5 per 
cent of them had contracted syphilis as a 
result of their illicit affairs. Over 10 per 
cent of these had the dreaded gonorrhea. 
Other girls, less fortunate than these, will 
have abortions, sloppily performed by am- 
ateur surgeons, and they will be unable to 
bear children in case of future marriages. 
It may surprise the reader to learn that a 
great number of abortion patients meet a 
painful death on the operating table.” 

Shall we condemn the girls who get 
“caught,” and condone those who do not? 
Society frowns upon pre-marital affairs, 
calling them cheap, sordid, and disrespect- 
ful, but it has not come up with a suitable 
solution of this national disgrace. Is sex 
education the answer to this moral prob- 
lem? Many competent psychiatrists say 
that perhaps sex education is indeed the 
answer, and reveal that in a survey among 
unmarried mothers, a high percentage of 
them had little or no sex training as a 
child. Small wonder, then, that they enter 
the state of womanhood ignorant of im- 
portant sex facts. 

Granted that the percentages of males 
and females in this great land of ours is 
lopsided, still this discrepancy is not suf- 
ficient cause to drive unmarried women to 
pre-marital sex acts that will deprive them 
of their chastity. The time is not too dis- 
tant. say research experts, when probably 
one out of every ten girls of marriageable 
age will become spinsters. A grim picture. 
you say? But grimness turns to tragedy 
when these unfortunate girls seek out illicit 
love. In a few years they may become piti- 
ful wrecks of humanity. 

Today’s teen-agers are thrilled with the 
joy of living the full life, with few inhibi- 
tions and an overabundance of energy. 
These virtues must be channeled into the 
right places. Sex education, good groom- 
ing. social development and_ religious 
teaching are fundamental in the process of 
becoming good citizens. 

Perhaps these are the things that will 
help many a bewildered girl to shun the 
highways and byways of clandestine sexual 
pleasures for a “single standard” of moral 
respect, not for today, or tomorrow, but 
throughout her life. 


= IRLS! Avoid the philandering male 
like the plague. Never “give in” to a 
demanding suitor. Instead, insist on he. 
ing treated as only a lady should be treated, 
If he is a gentleman, he will do that. Place 
a high value upon your chastity. Never al- 
low your date to talk you into “proving 
yourself” to him. After all, a girl’s per- 
sonality and character is more convincing 
than any argument. As further proof that 
chastity is an honorable virtue, and not to 
be held lightly, a famous psychiatrist states 
that the greatest proportion of happy mar- 
riages occur between couples both of whom 
were virgins. There is a stronger bond of 
faith and understanding between couples 
who have remained chaste until the wed- 
ding day. Hard to believe? Well. here’s 
the payoff! In a poll conducted recently 
on a college campus, over 75 per cent re- 
ported that they would shun a marriage 
where the bride to be was not a virgin! 
Does it pay to be a virgin? It certainly 


THE END 


does! 





Lionel Runs The Band 
(Continued from Page 31) 


“I like competition in anything; I like 
business. period.” she says. “But I never 
thought of making it a career until he 
(Lionel) forced me into it.” 

The Gladys Hampton story began in 
Lehigh, Okla., in Choctaw Indian ter- 
ritory. where she was born an untold num- 
ber of years ago. She was an only child. Her 
father was a coal miner and shoemaker. 
who hand-made shoes for deformed feet 
and boots for ranchers. At an early age. 
she moved with her mother, Mrs. Agnes 
Riddle, to Los Angeles, where she received 
elementary and secondary education. Her 
formal education ended with a semester 
at Fisk University, and later she began a 
career as a Los Angeles dressmaker. 

Gladys Riddle met Lionel Hampton in 
Los Angeles in 1930. Lionel was “just a 
kid from Chicago” who had gone out to 
California with his grandmother’s bless- 
ings. Alone and young, he was “taken in” 
by Mrs. Riddle. who reared him along with 
her daughter, Gladys. 

Born in Louisville, Ky., on April 20. 
1914, Lionel had been moved to Chicago 
by his mother, and it was there that he 
began schooling and first made a_ public 
display of his musical talent by playing in 
the Chicago Defender’s Newsboy Band 
under Major N. Clark Smith. Lionel played 
bass drums in the band. After he went to 
California, Lionel completed his schooling 
at the University of Southern California 
and played drums for Louis Armstrong at 
Frank Sebastian’s old (and famous) Cot- 
ton Club. He also played for Les Hite’s 
band and headed small “combos” of his 
own. The big break of his career came 
when Benny Goodman heard him piay. 

At the time, Lionel was performing with 
a nine-piece outfit at the Paradise Club 
in downtown Los Angeles. His featured 
singer was June Richmond and Marie 
Bryant, later to marry an Indian prince, 
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performed in a dance specialty act on the 
show. Benny, then electrifying the West 
Coast with his swing rhythms, was playing 
at the Palomar Ballroom in Los Angeles, 
John Hammond, something of a patron 
saint to jazzmen, took Benny to the Para- 
dise. where he heard Lionel playing jazz 
is drumming). 
recalls, “‘was 


on the vibraharp (as well 

“The Paradise,” Lionel 
nothing but a beer garden, a sailor joint. 
They put on table cloths and started charg- 
ing people $1 to come in.” 

Despite the atmosphere, Benny liked 
what he heard from Lionel, and in the fall 
of 1936 he asked him to join his great 
band. 

The invitation from Benny 
hastened a climax in the budding 
tion” between Lionel Hampton and Gladys 
Riddle. Lionel said he wouldn’t leave to 
join Goodman unless Gladys went along 
with him. Gladys’ mother said she couldn’t 
go along with him unless , 

They were married on November 11, 
1936, and Lionel made musical and racial 
history by joining the now-legendary Ben- 
remained 


Goodman 
“situa- 


ny Goodman aggregation. He 
with Goodman as a featured drummer and 
vibraharpist until 1940, when Goodman 
became ill. Then, swinging to the theme, 
“Flying Home,” Lionel “cut out” to form 
his own organization, which has become, in 
all probability, the freeiest-swinging out- 
fit in jazz history. There is no questioning 
the fact that over the years the Lionel 
Hampton band has been. as it is today. the 
most financially-successful Negro aggre- 
gation, and although the Hamptons prefer 
to keep secret the total of their yearly 
gross, it is likely that no band in the busi- 
ness has made more money over the past 
decade. 

Outside of Les Brown and Guy 
bardo. there have been pitifully few bands 
other than Lionel’s that have even man- 
aged to stay in business continuously from 
1940 to the present. 

Mrs. Hampton got her first “taste” of 
the business end of a band when Lionel 
asked her to “handle my money” and to 
speak for him before he became a big star 
with Goodman. While he was a Goodman 
star. she traveled with the band, learning 
the business end from Goodman’s 
manager. Leonard Vannerson. For a large 
part of her training, she also credits Jack 
Naples, who was Lionel’s road manager 
for a while, and the New York booking 
agent, Joe Glaser. The rest she credits to 
experience, which some call “the best 
teacher.” 

Mrs. Hampton freely admits that some- 
times keeping a band in the black can be 
a “scuffle.” 
that the Lionel Hampton band has never: 
1) gone into a package deal nor 2) be- 
come a small combo. 

“My greatest thrill.” 
keeping the band in Europe three months 
last fall. No other 
over there more than six weeks.” 

The climax of the tour came last No- 
vember 25 when, as Mrs. Hampton tells 


Lom- 


road 


but she is proud of the fact 


she says, “was 


American band stayed 


it, “I put the band on a plane and sent it 
home, knowing that I had kept the musi- 
cians working and that they had been paid 
well, had lived well, and were successful.” 
Her biggest disappointment on the trip 
came when she learned she couldn’t take 
her birds—an African gray parrot and a 
cockateel—on the trains in Europe. But. no 
doubt, this 
when she got a chance 
favored tailored and sports clothes in the 
Parisian shoppes. Her favorite 
are Christian Dior and Pierre Balmain. 
Mrs. Hampton—who calls Lionel “the 
greatest benefit man in the world; if you 
don’t watch him. he’ll give the band away” 
—credits her husband’s success to the fact 
that “Lionel is such a versatile leader and 
he is so jealous of his reputation for being 
more interested in the number of people 
he draws than in dollars.” She adds: 
“Lionel is jealous of his box office, and he 


disappointment was _ erased 


to shop for her 


designers 


in his public. He is 
his public nor for 


interested 
busy for 


is vitally 
never too 
artists.” 
The Lionel Hampton band has gained 
a reputation as the best spot for a young 
musician to start. Youngsters know that if 


they have talent, they can get a break 
with Lionel. Among those who have gotten 
these breaks and gone on to other fame 
are: Illinois Jacquet, whose great tenor 


sax solo on “Flying Home” with the Hamp- 
ton band is now a jazz classic; Dexter 
Gordon and Arnett Cobb, tenor sax men; 
Earl Bostic. alto sax and arranger; Dinah 
Washington. blues singer; Wini Brown, 
songstress; Bill Doggett and Wild Bill 
Davis, current jazz organists; and several 
white stars. including Herbie Fields and 
Stan Getz, both saxophonists. Among other 
Hampton alumni are “The Orioles,” 
ular singing group. 

According to Mrs. Hampton, there’s 
a dull moment in the band business. 
days are alike,” she says. 
you never reach a pin- 


a pop- 


never 

“No two 
“You're never set; 
nacle because there’s always something to 
reach up to.” But she adds: 

“T think it’s the easiest thing in the 
world being a woman in business. It’s an 
asset to be a woman—especially in Europe. 
I think business can be a new world for 
have to remain a 


THE END 





a woman. But you 
woman.” 








GET YOUR 
MAN 


and make him yours FOR- 
EVER. Why take chances 
against other women who 
may be using mysterious 
charms? This is your chance 
to learn and use Secrets of 
Sex Appeal so powerful that even bad women can keep 
good men while good girls go without 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 





contains the very essence of confidential advice that a 
great Love and Marriage Expert has given to thousands 
of women—all reduced to a simple set of rules—an easy 


formula that you can learn to use to WIN YOUR MAN. 
10-DAY TRIAL—.Just send your name and address today 
and on delivery deposit only $2 plus postage with your 
postman. (Or send $2 with order to save (.0.D. and post- 
aze Use for 10 days I positively GUARANTEE that 
you will be more than delighted or your money back 
Promptly and no questions asked. Order At Once 


LARCH, 118 East 28 St., Dept. 416-F, New York 16 











Comb Away 
Gray Hair 





You don’t need to tolerate gray, faded, burnt 
hair any longer. Newly improved JET BLACK 
COLORING POMADE does the trick with your 
comb and brush. Apply it as you would any 
Gloss Pomade then brush and comb away gray, 
bring new highlights and sheen. Makes the hair 
look livelier, gleams. Makes you look younger. 
It's easy, so simple, a child can do it. It’s as easy 
as one, two, three. You can't lose. Try it. Every 
cent back if you are not delighted. SEND NO 
MONEY NOW. On delivery pay only $1.50 plus 
postage. Just try it. It will wash out but will not 
rub off, Pretty up. Have lovely looking hair the 
easy quick way. WRITE FOR IT NOW TO 
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TITRE) 


You can earn a High School Diploma 
in your own home! Prepare yourself 
Ze} for a better job and more pay. Study 
>» in your spare time... No classes 

ey ° all materials furnished. Cer- 
Cy Valuable diploma 
> SOUTHERN STATES ACADEMY 
Box 144-XB Sta. E, Atlanta, Georgia 
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Baking is one of 
America’s high industries in wages. 
Not seasonable, but year ‘round good 
field for trained and experienced men 
Thorough basic spare time home study 
course lays solid foundation. If you have 
the aptitude for this type of work, send for 
FREE Booklet, “Opportunities in Com- 
mercial Baking.” 
NATIONAL BAKING SCHOO 

835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3234 Chicago 14, mM. 


WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 


LAMOUR LOVE DROPS PERFUME— 
Alluring, unforgettable aroma attracts 
and holds love, never fails! Be glam- 
orous, romantic. Make men love you. 
Get that special charm, be irresisti- 
ble and terrific in your romantic 
desires. Take all hearts with this 
tender odor of affection. A_ tiny drop 
la 











tified teachers. 

, awarded. 

WRITE TODAY FOR COMPLETE 
INFORMATION 

















with directions. 100% 10 Day Money 
ck Guarantee if not delighted. 
Write 


LAMOUR CO., 220 W. 42 St., N. Y. 36 


FREE FOR ASTHMA 


If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke 
and gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult 
because of the struggle to breathe, don’t fail to 
send at once to the Frontier Asthma Company for 
a FREE trial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA 
MEDICINE. a preparation for temporary symp- 
tomatic relief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. 
No matter where you live or whether you have 
faith in any medicine under the sun, send today 
for this free trial. It will cost you nothing. 
FRONTIER AstHMA Co, 830-W Frontier Bipoc. 
462 Nracara Sr. BuFFALO 1, N. Y. 


sa Wage 


LEARN AT HOME 
Practical nurses are needed in every 
community... doctors rely on them... 
patients appreciate their cheerful, ex- 
* pert care. You can learn practical 
nursing at home in spare time. Course 
: d d ph 56th yr. Earn 
““! while learning. High School not re- 
quired. Men, women, 18 to 60. Trial plan. Write now! 
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept. 774, 25 East Jackson Blivd., Chicago 4, III. 
. Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 
cetitenidetin 
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zht’s pilt was leaping. way out. 


Time Out For Cool Talk 


(Continued from Page 11) 


Mama Do Right’s gotta get some 

I mean some green that she can fold. 

landlord’s heart is as hard as flint if 
can’t come up with the proper rent.” 


inds Heard Around At The Party: 
A WHILE. Sweet Mama Do 
Dig 
e backeaps from the general gumbeat: 
Landlady. bring me one bottle of 
and 16 straws...” 
Hey. Red, play me a little pigfoot 
=i ss = 
\buse me but please don’t bruise me” 
“But Love Freely. you excite me so!” 
“Did you hear Gone With That Wind 


lling Maude the Broad about the cake 


1 can take my suit!” . 
it Dime Begging Shorty get in here? 


baked which fell?” 
l, it’s real crazy.” ... 
Dollar five I shoot and if I don’t come, 


. “Now how did 
9° 


. . “Cool, Dad, 


“Bullfrog must have let the chain off 
slammer and he slipped in.” . . . 


‘Landlady, how about a little light taste 
f that Mogen David? Not for me, but for 


here fine Little Brown Hen.” .. . 


Listen, Babes, I got me enough chicks to 
irt me a farm”... 


rT 


Don’t talk about my folks; I don’t want 


‘ ° . er 
get mixed up in some twelves playing! 


“That cat’s so ragged. even his shad- 
s got holes in it!” ... “Don’t talk about 
ies; man, when that stud takes off his 

it goes and stands in the corner by 


iy? 


Yeah, baby, I owns three Cadillacs, one 
an’ two New Yorkers. My broads bring 
two bills apiece per day an’ double it 
the night shift. I live in four different 


artments, all of ’em air-conditioned an’ 


floors with wall-to-wall rugs. I’m a 


umbers banker an’ I owns me six policy 
heels in Chicago, each one of ’em spout- 


loot at $50,000 a day. Me an’ Joe Louis 
Billy Eckstine an’ Duke Ellington an’ 
<ie Robinson play golf at $1.000 a hole 


ery morning. Next week, I’m buyin’ up 


ne 


ines in Montana. By the way, Jim, I 


f 


jut Willie Diggs, 


R 


oil wells in Texas an’ seven uranium 


t got my check book with me, can you 
| me a fin? I want to cut in on a plate 


them wrinkles.” 


. Hey. landlady, bring me one pig- 
an’ 24 plates; I wanna give each one 


these hongry broads a knuckle apiece!” 


l 


you're not intimating 
want me for one of your gigs? I 


sught gigs meant jobs?” 


You're right, baby; I’m gonna get you 
n’ all you gotta do is report to me 
iy day!” 

Yes, I’m the pastor of Hustler’s Temple 
ge. Right now we are engaged in a 

it financial drive to raise enough fare 
ne to represent my congregation at the 
world series. Sweet Mama Do Right 


| me she will make a substantial contri- 


tion to the fund if she can raise $50 off 


her Georgie Skin, er-er, I mean, her inne 
sanctum seance with the pasteboards!” 

“Do you drink, Rev. Fullabull?” 

“Well. ah-ah-ah. now and then. mostly 
now of course. I encounter a bit of dryness 
in my throat that results in a hoarseness in 
my speech when my throat has not been 
properly lubricated. Are you planning on 
ordering something to imbibe?” 

“Now you listen here, Joe Bop: don't 
you start no head-whipping in here! If you 
gonna beat her up, take her out on the 
sidewalk!” 

“[’'m just touchin’? up this 
process. Miss Do Right: I ain’t got enough 
elbow room to really tighten her wig!” 

“You spilled some of that whiskey; 
here’s a blotter so you can sop it up an’ 
squeeze it back in the glass. We can’t af- 
ford to lose a single drop, the way this 
old cow is charging for it.” 

“Say. Miss Do Right. can't you hear 
some knocking going on?” 

“That’s the lady downstairs knocking on 
her ceiling with a broom. Piano Red. I 
told you five times not to stomp so hard 
on that pedal. Here’s a pillow to put under 
your foot.” 

“That ain’t nobody knocking on the 
ceiling. Miss Do Right; that’s somebody 
knocking on the door!” 

“Hey, Jim, it’s the bulls: 
raid the joint.” 

“Get outta my way, I’m hiding under 
the bathtub!” 

“Look out, that middle window is mine!” 

“But officer, we were just having a social 
meeting of the Saturday Night Literary 
Arts and Flying Saucer Society; we aren't 
doing anything wrong!” 

“Well, what you got all them dollar bills 
stuck in your stocking tops for?” 

“T don’t have a cash register.” 

“Gimme the key to that telephone so I 
can call the wagon.” 

“Look here. officer, I work in the post 
office an’ I'll lose my job if I have to go 
to jail!” 

“Now listen here, mister policeman; my 
mother’s cousin’s aunt’s uncle’s father-in- 
law’s grandson knows the nephew of the 
aunt of the precinct captain. You'll get in 
trouble if you take me down!” 

“Listen, lady. we giving you a free ride, 
we ain't going to make you walk to the 


station.” THE END 


WORN OUT: 


FEEL GOOD AGAIN FAST 


When you’re suffering from that common run- 
down condition known as Iron Deficiency 
Anemia, $.8.$. TONIC brings blessed relief. 
$.$.$. TONIC supplies the ESSENTIAL IRON 
you need for PEP AND ENERGY. Ask for this 
favorite blood-building formula in liquid or 
easy-to-take tablets at your drug counter. You 
will be satisfied or your money back. Feel 


your best, take s.S.S. TONIC 
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Hollywood To Harlem 
(Continued from Page 14) 


hut anytime the Keed climbs into the fight 
ring wearing shocking pink sports jacket, 
matching shoes and a chartreuse scarf he’s 
up to something. 

Fans and friends of dancer Bill 
Bailey are still in a state of shock 
... pleasant shock. He’s announced 
that from now on he concentrates 
on dance routines—no more com- 
edy chatter. 

Nothing quite compares with real life 
experience to get the mood of a part so 
actor Roy Glenn spent three days in an 
iron lung preparing for his role in an 
NBC-TV “Medic” production. The veteran 
of many movie roles claims this was just 
about his most unusual experience in show 
business. While little 7-year-old Julius 
Jackson’s experiences are just beginning. 
this little youngster. who had never acted 
before. but later proved a natural. played 
his first big part opposite Jimmy Edward: 
on the General Electric TV Theatre all 
because somewhere along the way he'd 
learned to speak German from his class- 
mates. 

“St. Louis Woman” originally played by 
Ruby Hill and Harold Nicholas in 1946 on 
Broadway, will definitely go into cinema 
production using white stars after Lena 
Horne turned down the lead role. And it’s 
rumored that Negroes are out of the sup- 
porting cast since the confidential expose 
of its glamorous white star. 

If you ever get the feeling that little 
women aren’t sexy, just get a load of size 
10 Joyce Bryant. When she gives out with 
a song everything goes into action and the 
effect is beaucoup agreeable. And to think 
this little doll couldn’t believe her ears 
when selected as one of the five most beau- 
tiful Negro women! 

Steve Allen’s “Tonite” show (NBC-TV) 
may keep you up ‘till all hours of the earl) 
morn but how else could most of us get a 
chance to hear and see so many top Negro 
jazz musicians like Erroll Garner, Oscar 
Peterson, Count Basie, Lester Young, Wild 
Bill Davis, Billy Taylor, Bonnemere or the 
beautiful dolls like Lena Horne. Eartha 
Kitt, Sarah Vaughan, Pearl Bailey or Thel- 
ma Carpenter. They all make it to “To- 
nite” and this goes on every night. Take 
a look-see. 

Eddie Cole of the “Three Loose Nuts” is 
really Nat Cole’s brother ... and a real 
crazy group this is. 

Crooner Herb Jeffries getting a new 
buildup treatment via TV. Working out 
of New York, he made ten appearances in 
one week. Which starts us wondering what 
has happened to handsome brother How- 
ard? 

Eartha Kitt is writing her autobiography 
and Doubleday is buying. Needless to say 
this little literary gem is expected to raise 
plenty money ... (and plenty eyebrows) ! 
Not to be outdone, pianist Hazel Scott will 
turn author and write a book ... but not 
about Hazel. 
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Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 49) 


were completely happy with things as they 
were. Now you discover that being a teen- 
ager is challenging. You become increas- 
ingly aware of the vast opportunities, 
knowledge, and experience lying outside 
your home. The boy or girl next door was 
an excellent shortstop on the neighborhood 
team last year, but now all of a sudden you 
see him or her in a new and different light. 
You are faced with a decision as to whether 
you should treat him as a shortstop buddy 
or acquire a whole new set of social pro- 
cedures. Its really amazing and quite con- 
flicting, but with a little understanding of 
yourself and the other fellow it can be 
done. 

Physically, you are mature, and on the 
way to becoming an adult. Gone are the 
days of tomfoolery and giddy giggling. 
You're a big boy—or girl—now, and you 
wish adults would stop interfering and 
realize that you are capable of running 
your own life. THAT’S WHAT YOU 
THINK! But although you want very 
much to be completely on your own, you 
still need your parents, too. You can’t 
make the switch from a dependent child 
to an emancipated adult in one year—or 
two or three. You need both independence 
and security, the latter of which good par- 
ents never fail to provide. 

Naturally these conflicting needs and 
desires are going to cause a great deal of 
trouble. And this problem is at the bottom 
of most difficulties during adolescence. 
First of all, realize this teen-agers: you 
need your parents’ discipline through this 
trying period. You'd really like to do 
without them completely, but you can’t. 
However, revolt against parental ties and 
authority is a very natural thing for young 
people, if not carried to the extreme, and 
is a healthy sign that you are on the hard 
road to maturity. 
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WANTS A BABY 


Doctor’s Invention:NEW HELP 


Any woman now gets her own special days when she will 
be most likely to become pregnant—with a Doctor’s won- 
derful invention called ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Because ADVIS- 
A-GUIDE (whichis a purse-size automatic indicator) quickly 
shows you your own special days when you are fertile. 
Most important — these special fertile days of yours are the 
only days when you will be most likely to conceive a child. 
And you get these special fertile days of yours easily and 
simply when you use ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Best of all—Doc- 
tors and the Church approved and recommended ADVIS- 
A-GUIDE principle. Many women have told me their 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE has helped make their married life a 
very happy time. It can do as much for you because you get 
it with 100°, money-back guarantee. Just send me your 
name and address with 35c in coins or stamps. When postman 
delivers your ADVIS-A-GUIDE—sent you ina plain package 
marked personal and complete with simple instructions—pay 
only $1.65 plus postage on this “> money-back guaran- 
tee: Use your ADVIS-A-GUIDE for 10 days. If you are not 
completely satisfied—if you are not delighted with the way it 
elps you in your marriage relations—return it tome. UU 
send your full purchase price right back to you by air- 
mail. (You can save 42¢ postage by sending full price of 
S2 in cash or money order or check when you write to me, 
Because then | pay all postage.) Write me personally 


Mrs. J. L. Fredericks, Director, Dept.36! 
RIRTH RESEARCH CO.,1000 SIXTH AVE.,NYC.18,NY. 









Ruth Webb, Famous Beauty 


Consultant, Shows You How to 


MAKE BIG MONEY 
with 
| COSM IEONY. 


Ruth Webt 
Beauty Cor 
now of Lucky Heart 
expert staff 
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Lucky Heart 


400 Mulberry Street, Dept. | 2-0 | 


Memphis 2, Tennessee 













FREE OFFER COUPON-MAIL NOW! 











EASY PROVEN PLAN TO EARN 


*50 © *250 


In Just Your Spare Time! 


Ruth Webb knows the way to 
Make Big Money with Cosmetics. 
Now, she’ll share her secret with 
you, actually show you step-by- 
step how anyone can make really 
big money in spare or full time as 
the Lucky Heart Representative. 
It’s easy, it’s fun, it’s glamorous, 
as well as highly profitable to sell 
Lucky Heart, the exclusive quality 
line of exciting new cosmetics. 


Let Ruth Webb Help You Get 
Your Start With Lucky Heart 


Start earning now, right away. You 
meed no experience. Age is no 
barrier. Thousands of folks just 
like you make big money in little 
time when they show and demon- 
strate exclusive quality Lucky Heart 
Preparations to their friends, 
neighbors and relatives—people 
they know and like. You'll get 
orders on sight, start making big 
money from the very first day. You 
owe it to yourself to investigate 
the fine future that awaits you as 
a Lucky Heart Representative 
today. Mail the coupon below 
today for full money-making facts 
and FREE Display Case Offer! 








































Ruth Webb, Beauty Consultant 

LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2-0 

400 Mulberry, Memphis 2, Tennessee 

YES! Show me how I can make Big Money with 
Lucky Heart Cosmetics. Rush full facts and 
FREE Display Case Offer. 
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COLOR COMB BRUSH 


IN PERSONAL PLASTIC CASE FOR BOTH 
¥ MEN AND WOMEN 










¥ Just comb and brush 
x ; toadd color tone. Washes 
‘ out. Will not rub off. 
NOTA DYE. Easiest, quickest way to add color 
adualty—A VOIDS THAT SUDDEN DYED LOOK. 
rash attached for removing excess coloring. Prevents 
soiling, rubbing off. Comes in Plastic Case. Can be 
carried in pocket or purse. Comes in all shades: Black 
to Platinum Blue. State shade. SEND NO MONEY! 
Pay only $1.98 on delivery, plus postage. Money Back 
if not absolutely delighted. 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, INC. 
Dept. YB-4 Brooklyn 23, New York 


CHILDLESS 


WIVES wisn BABIES! 


Send 3c stamp for information concerning simple 
easy-to-follow ovulation method which has suc- 
ceeded in %ths of cases tested. 

WARNER COMPANY, Dept. D 
500 Robert St. St. Paul 1, Minn. 


























TRADE IN YOUR OLD BE-BOP GLASSES 


NOw you can have the exciting new 1955 Per- 
sonality Be-Bop Glasses. Just send in your 
old Be-Bop Glasses regardless of condition—whole or 
broken. You will get a full $2 discount from any 
pair of Personality Be ses in our new cata- 
log. This amazing offer is a limited time only. 
asses with this ad to us in order 



























Do You Want 


DOUBLE POWER? 


I’ve just discovered the SECRET 
of DOUBLE POWER! The same 
double power that was used to 
charm a husband away from a 
wife or a sweetheart away from 
his lover’s arms. DOUBLE 
POWER is POWERFUL per- 
fume. You will want to try some 
NOW. Send only $3.00 with 
order (if C.O.D. $3.50). If you 
are not completely thrilled I'll 
send your $3.00 right back. 


ALLURA PERFUME, Dept. T-4 


177 McLEAN AVE., YONKERS 5, N. Y. 


when you Sweeten up Insides with 
this Laxative-Stomach Sweetener 


Get relief overnight with wonderful 
Black-Draught...from constipation and 
sour stomach both at the same time! 
Black-Draught laxative-stomach sweet- 
ener acts two ways when you're sluggish 
—with digestive upset from constipation. 
Gently but thoroughly uncorks all 25 feet 
of clogged intestines .. . while it helps to 
sweeten your sour stomach, too! 
And...no harsh griping! Black-Draught 
contains pure vegetable herbs. Famous 
since 1840. Get Black-Draught* today... 
if you want to feel better tomorrow! 
*In Powder or Granulated form...and 
now in new, easy-to-take Tablets, too! 


FOR CHILDREN! Get honey-sweet Syrup 
of Black-Draught when constipation has 
upset their digestion, They’ll love it! 
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RECORDS 


With Each Order of 4 or More 
FREE | recorp cour choice) 
{ PHOTO of a Leading Artist 

LATEST RELEASES AND RECORDS 

OU UPSET ME BABY—B. B. hing 

)VE ME—Fats Domino 

M READY—Muddy Waters...........--- ‘ 

EDGING MY LOVE—Johnny Ace....... 

JOHNNY HAS GONE—Varetta Dillard.... 

MAY SOUND SILLY—lIvory Joe Hunter .89 
HNNY ACE’S LAST LETTER 
—Johnny Fuller .89 

ING-A-LING-A-LING—Midnighters -89 

iE LETTER—Medallions 
MAMBO BABY—Ruth Brown............ 

MEDAY—Drifters 

HE TELEGRAM— Medallions 
OH WHAT A DREAM—Ruth Brown 
ANNIE’S GOT A BABY—Midnighters..... 
MAMBOSTIC—Earl Bostic 
NEVER LET ME GO—Johnny Ace........ 

OVE WILL MAKE YOUR MIND GO WILD. 

Penguins . 
NATURAL BORN LOVER—Muddy Waters. 
PACK YOUR SUITCASE-——Fats Domino... 

OD ONLY KNOWS—Capris J 
BYE BYE YOUNG MEN—Ruth Brown.... . 
I'VE GOT A WOMAN—Ray Charles....... 
BABY LET’S PLAY HOUSE— Arthur Gunter 
CHANGED MY MIND—Chuck Willis..... ° 
EVERYDAY | HAVE THE BLUES 

—B. B. King = 

TWEEDLEE DEE—LaVerne Baker........ 

ICK FEELING BLUES—Lightning Hopkins rr 
EARTH ANGEL—Penguins............... .89 
HEARTS OF STONE-—Charms............ .89 
SINCERELY—Moonglows oon ae 
YOU BETTER WATCH YOURSELF 

—Little Walter .89 
IT HURTS ME TO MY HEART 
Faye Adams .89 


WHEN MY HEART BEATS LIKE A HAMMER 
—B. B. King .89 
POISON IVY—Willie Mabon............. -89 
TROUBLES DON’T LAST—Guitar Slim... .89 
EVERYBODY’S BLUES—John Lee Hooker 
EBBTIDE—Roy Hamilton 
MELLOW DOWN EASY—Little Walker.... 
SHOO DOO BE DOO—Meonlighters....... 
WORK WITH ME ANNIE—Midnighters.... .8 
JUST MAKE LOVE TO ME—-Muddy Waters . 
NOTHING BUT THE BLUES 
—Lightning Hopkins . 
PLEASE FORGIVE ME-—Johnny Ace 
IF | LOVED YOU—Roy Hamilton ° 
VERYTHING | DO IS WRONG—B. B. King.. 
SEXY WAYS—Midnighters 
SHAKE, RATTLE AND R d 
| NEED YOUR LOVE—Pee Wee Crayton 
H BABY- F 
OF Fats Domino.... 
U N’T HAVE TO GO—Jimmy Ree 
OU’'RE MINE-—Shirley Gunter.. 
TINGY LITTLE THING—Midnighters. . 
YOl E ME WRONG—Fats Domino. 
RECONSIDER BABY —lowell or ae 
F AYIN’ TO THE LORD—RB. B. Kir ainertactte. Gan 
i M YOUR HOOCHIE COOCHIE MAN. ‘M. Waters . 
r THINGS | USED TO DO—Guitar Slim..... .89 
J;RE SO FINE—Little en ce 
\KE A HAND—Faye Ada eeeee a 
YC RE STILL MY BABY 2 Willis. pb eed ate . 
AVING MY LOVE FOR YOU—Johnny Ace.... 
MAD LOVE—Muddy Waters..............-.200- ‘ 
THE CLOCK—Jolnny Ace re ree ne - 
PLEASE DON’T LEAVE ME—Fats Domino..... x 
ROSS MY HEART—.Johnny Ace ° 
<O KO MO—Gene and Eunice 
VE YOU MADLY 


SPIRITUALS 
PIRIT—Prof. A. Bradford 
ESUS Southern TONGS. 0.0 ceccbes ° 
E—Prof. A. 
; Dixie Hasniine i ae 

) iN ON WITH JESUS—Nightingales.......... 8 

)0 CLOSE TO HEAVEN—?’rof. A. Bradford. ° 

Prof. A. Bradford. eco 
Davis Sisters 
iT WASN'T FOR THE LORD—A. G. Singers. 

H LORD HOW LONG Ward Singers... ol 
THE BALL GAME—Sis. Jessie Mae Renfro...... ° 
LONG AS JESUS LIVES—Swanee Quintet. am 
LET’S GO TO THE PROGRAM—D. H. Birds... ; 
~ DOWN SERVANT—Swanee Quintet 
WALK IN THE LIGHT—Swanee Quintet d 
WONDER WILL | EVER REST—Mahalia Jackson . 
WHEN | LOST MY MOTHER—Blind Boys...... .8 

URELY SURELY AMEN—Spirit of Memphis. eo 

Chosen Gospel Singers...... . 


JESUS—Davis Sisters. 
Ward Singers. 
Clar se Ward.. 
RD ghtingales.. 
AK IN THE BUILDING Bells of Joy 
ROCK Wa Silvertones. . a 
SS) Five Blind Boys 
N THE UPPER ROOM—Mahalia Jackson. care 
ME IN THE ROOM—The Martin Singers..... ° 
WORLD PRAYER—Five Blind Boys............. . 
LD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys. 
LET'S TALK ABOUT JESUS—Bells of ‘Joy. 
R FATHER—Five Blind Boys 


ER Soul DUIS. 65608 
Mil ~ Frumpeteers oc eeeeecccose 
WHEN HE SPOKE coe o 
TELL THE ANGELS W: urd EB ines <cnasee 


ESSEX RECORD SHOP 


114 eer AVE 
NEWARK 3, NEW JERS DEPT. T 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 24) 
phrasing each time around. After several 
choruses. the music rises to a crescendo 
of melodic sounds which pulsates and 
makes for some lively listening. 

Machito’s band is a tremendous favorite 
of people who have heard it in person. 
especially musicians. Stan Kenton calls it 
the “greatest of the modern jazz units,” 
adding: “It was Machito who first intro- 
duced me to the Afro-Cuban rhythms 
which have so enriched modern jazz. Orig- 
inal and distinctive, the band’s rhythm 
section (bongos. congas, bass. drums and 


piano) is a marvel of musical precision.” 
Besides Kenton, 
big musical names who speak out in sup- 


there are many other 


port of Machito. Norman Granz of Jazz 
At The Philharmonic fame declares: “*Ma- 
chito is the finest example of an exciting 
new trend in rhythm which is being fused 
with the harmonic excursions of the mod- 
ern hornmen.” 

Granz is one of five record promoters 
who have recorded Machito’s band, hav- 
ing waxed it for Mercury a few years ago. 
Other labels the band has recorded for 
are: Columbia, Encino. Seeco and Tico- 
Tico. Best of its releases to date probably 
is Tanga (Parts I & II). 

The Machito band comprises 
(5 rhythm, 5 saxes and 4 trumpets), 
lights the solo artistry of alto saxist Lenny 
Hambro, baritone saxist Leslie Joanikans, 
trumpeter Mario Bauza. bongo stylist Joe 
Mongual and pianist Rene Hernandez. 
Machito and Graciella, his sister, handle 
the vocals. 

Machito, known as “Macho” 
associates, is an affable and 
maestro. Born in Cuba, he has from an 
early age been studying, playing. inventing 
and enriching music. He played in or- 
chestras at the San Souci and Monmarte 
dance halls in Havana before he traveled 
to the U.S. and New York about a decade 
ago. In the Big Town. he got the urge 
to organize an orchestra of his own and 
set out in search for the top instrumental- 
ists in the Latin-American field. He had 
his group ready by 1949. 

Machito’s band was an immediate hit. 
Debuting first for Sherman Billingsley 
(now of the Stork Club) at the Club 
Cuba, the group caught the ears of fans 
right off and soon had them jumping en- 
thusiastically to its music. The band later 
moved on to the Beachcomber and La 
Conga night spots in New York, scoring 
at each the same sort of heavy success it 
enjoyed on its debut. Fame of the band 
Miami heard about the 


14 pieces 
high- 


to his close 
colorful 


began to spread. 
sensational new orchestra and called for it 
to play the Mocombo on the Beach there. 
marking the first time a Negro aggrega- 
tion had ever been booked in the fashion- 
able resort sector. 


Why Children Fight Sleep 


(Continued from Page 27) 


nap time and bed time.” 

That’s not at all uncommon, because at 
that age children are acutely aware of the 
world around them. Television, toys, story 
books. activities—all must be interrupted 
in order to go to bed, and for the young 
child who is so keyed up and excited 
about just being alive, that is often the 
straw that breaks the camel’s back, caus- 
ing a rebellion in the form of tears and 
angry wailing, kicking, and, heaven forbid 
—spitting. 

If the parent is unexcited by the display 
of temper, but firm and consistent, and 
the child realizes that nothing is to be 
gained by the unpopular behavior, cooper- 
ation can be expected. 

In this day when so many mothers work, 
too often the child fights going to bed 
in the evening simply because he is lone- 
some, has missed the companionship of his 
mother and wants to catch up on the lost 
time, to share the day’s experiences with 
her and feel that he is as necessary to her 
as she is to him. If giving a child an ad- 
ditional half-hour or hour with Mother 
after she comes in from work evenings will 
make the child feel more secure and be- 
loved. then the sleep is well-lost. 

Which brings us to the problem of bed- 
time and how much sleep a child requires. 
Each child is an individual, and as such 
his need for sleep is also a matter of his 
individual requirements. One child may 
need far more sleep than a brother or sister 
does at the same age. All children do not 
fit into one pattern. One will sleep lightly, 
and be disturbed at the slightest noise, 
while another cannot be awakened by door- 
bell, telephone and vacuum cleaner all 
going in a combined symphony. You can 
frequently judge the amount of sleep that 
a child needs. by checking to see at what 
hour and after how long, he awakens fresh 
and in a pleasant disposition. If a child 
wakes up cranky and ill-tempered, chances 
are that he has not had enough sleep. 

School-aged children should not be al- 
lowed to spread themselves too thin with 
activities, after-school projects, home work 
and, again, television. If possible, the par- 
ent should try to work out a routine with 
the child so that he can have enough time 
to have some out-of-door activity, a quiet 
period for home work, and a_ relaxing 
conversation period with the parents be- 
fore turning out the light. 

In fact. in all age groups, the routine of 
a story or a conversation period just before 
prayers, and the light is turned out, is a 
wonderful method of establishing a good 
feeling between parent and child. It is a 
relaxing and tension-releasing time that 
indicates to the child that he is not being 
hustled off, rushed or gotten rid of, and 
that all will be well with him and the 
world if he will just close... his..- 
eyes...and...go...to... sleep. 








